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woer cvs пке amts, and Robert Panl 
Smith s one guy who likes them goofy. 
Не has his own special definition of that 
word, however, and you'll learn it when 
you read The Goofy Girls, his wistful 
picture of a bygone type, in this August 
PIAvROY. Smith hos been likened to 
“the carly Hemingway” by the Saturday 
Review, and has written s number of 
hooks the most recent being “Where 
"Ош" "What Did You 
x опе book, 
not three or four). He is also co-author, 
with Max Shulman, of The Tender 
Trap, а Broadway comedy which became 
a Frank Sinatra Бїт. 
The alorementioned Max Shulman 
(whose new novel, Rally Rownd the 
Ий, Boyst, comes out this month) is on 


hand, qoo, in a surprising new rele. 
Trading his jeuers wand for а blunt 
instrument, he goes after бус card poker 
and is advocates. The humor Maz har 
temporarily eschewed is provided Бу 

Rossel in a tale of гай appropriate 
fy titled Take Your елі. 

Maybe you've noticed and 
haven't, Dot. since our earliest. къо 
Avar салоны Шеп Denison has 
included nifty sports cars in his draw. 
ings. This month, we've gathered to 
gether a few of these sporty cartoons 
iio ane colorful, earful feature. Photo 
graphically, т 
V 


ile neighbors occupy our. 
ч сусу: in Fiew from a Penthouse, 
the girl downstairs: in The Girl 
Next Door, it's the girl next door (with 
» dillerenee). 


max 


The Face de Fa 
photo sketch of Lionel Wiggam, the 
tountrys top male model: and Thr 
Warch Word is just what its title 
plies—the definitive word on tot 
timepieces. 

vtavnor-regular Herbert Gold — who 
has just received а Guggenheim Fellow 
ship to write fiction — offers an amusing 
чогу, Do Nice Autistic Сіз? and Jacob 
Hay opens the issue with his /ні дені 
Ой Land's End. a rip-snorting suspense 
yarn about modern piracy on the high 
seas, cxcitingly illustrated in color 
Bob Hodgell. 

That's just a sampling of the choice 
things in the pages well let you 
discover the vest for yourself, More fun 
that way. 


ar is а textand- 


DEAR РІАҮВОҮ 


ED Avonts тлүзоү масаты + 232 Е оно st, снслсо 


SLAVE GIRLS, FOR & AGAINST 
How could you permit a thing like 


The Sergeant and the Slave Gil to ap- 
pear in your magazine? 1 feel that you 

fe wat ped your share in our jealously 
илге! and ol the 


press beyond nits by printing 


sorry, vile, disgusting, sly, filthy, odorous 
and stimy 


literary” 


masterpicee of pornographic 
excrement as that 

Y. T. Nash 
Haltimore 


Maryland 


Long an mident fan of тїлувоу, my 
yen lor the magazine soured on reading 
The Sergeant and the Slave Girl by T. К. 
Brown ШІ. This story topped them all 
for genuine belly laughs, 1 will be look 
ag for further antics of Т. К. 

Tommy Meck 

Gulfport, Mississippi 


COMES THE DAWN 
Twas convinced that 


ihing could 
make me leave Miami, this playboy's 
paradise of starry nights and softly sigh 
ng women, but alter seeing 
Richard, your May Playmate, 
woodsy locale, I'm ready to turn in my 
Jogo 1 pup tent and a year's 
supply of pemmican (for two). Cong 
К done yourselves! 
Russell Cox 
Miami, Florida 


Dawn 
in hee 


DOWN WITH DINGWALL 
lined 10 agree with your book 
- 1 
by one of шу 
Eric John Dingwall 


Яиичиян: Womun 


1 have had a great deal of contact with 
women of many nationalities during 
these past (ew years, and 1 would ven. 
ture to say that L was and am improsed 


by Americans. ‘The 
bas more of the qui 


ics that 1 hope 1w 


find in a woman than any other n 

tionality 1 know (ineluding English) 
Frederick F. Sampson 
Gainsborough, Lincolnshire 
1 


m 


LARRYS OK 
This 
about the 


leer concerns your remarks 
Storyville LP. The Toshiko 
Trio, in which you mention that in the 
notes on the back of the 
very kind things are said 
Berk. the director of the Berklee School 
of Music, and that these nores were 
signed by Mr. Berk. As 
Storyville Records, 1 should like va tell 
v that Mr. Berk was the fall 
mistake of outs Originally, we had 
There 
"аха change in plans, and George Сізде 

Boson Record-Amenican was 


asked Mr. Berk to write the notes. 


the notes, which he did. 
Through lack of communication. our 
proofreading department and our layout 
department did not get together. The 
latter still believed that Berk had writ- 
ten the notes, thus L 


credit for the notes w 
wrinen by George Clarke. 
corrects the [alse impresion of 


1 hope this 
22 


nice guy, Larry Berk 
George Wein. Pres 
Storyville Records 
Boston, Massachusets 
LOVE THAT MAGAZINE 


1 cujoy your fine publication, Paveor, 
amd read every issue from cover to cover 
sometimes starting at the back! That 
rription sales talk at the back is as 

else in the maganne. 
volor сию by 
amd 1 hope you 


The double page 
Lachle are well d 
have more soon, Ler 
material by your staflers, Ray Russell, 
A. C. Spectonky and Ken Purdy 
complaint: not enough from your T 
Editor, Patrick Chawa Is he off 
jaunt or something? Let's see him back 
soon. Thanks for a great magazine 
George N. Hodges 
Klamath Falls, Oregon 


With eravsoY's first sue, 1 became a 

tan, At my age, sadly enough. there's no 
aso how 18 

іше C 

Beverly Hills, Califor 


MY SIN 


...а most 
provocative perfume! 


LANVIN 


the бу Fars has to ofr 
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CONTINENTAL pocket binocular 


for theatre 
or sporting avaj 


Lens and construction 
of exceptional quality. 
Unconditionally 
guaranteed, 

$10.00 postpaid 
Please send check 
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JACK N JEANS 


ments from compu to 
the 19th tele. For the 
Fist ime, белит. 
Тоба! ond от, 
designed ter eoch 


Jo 44.0.30 euch ppd. 


ЕТИ 


Wecugh 34,96, 38. rsecm. 
lengths. 36, 32, 34, 36, 
Tours available for waman 


ко. Waist эшек 23 A: 
25,261, 28, 29/4. 4.50. 
° 1: No COD’ 


1450 East 57th St. 
Chicago 37, Illinois 


Exclusively at The Domino 


то HELL WITIL PLAYBOY 
Either send tack 7)12ths of the сон. 
of ame арон to Your magazines 
for put thac imelligent baboon youse 
Wicd э a music (тшс back mio the 
Lael Par Zoo! И only yowid put 
thane idiot ravings on the Dukes Drum 
1 Franka Close m the tear of she 
e. 1 might haec 
S before becoming 
ced) mor picadosn 
is Yo hell with уо 
но БӨГ" with Pany Moore 
Norbert J. Моды 
һом, New York. 
fs faltered: Nobudy ever 
4 him imteligemt before 


enjoyed the 
olently ill 


special 


Our baboo 
al 


UNSAD SACK 
Jes a note to tcl you th 
Sacs Little Land of the Big W 
the best travelogue 1 have ever read 


1 was much impressed by John Sack's 
Little Land of the Big Wheel. This is 
really stuff in the tradition of the classic 
travel езы а teal pleasure to read, 
amd instrucuve, w boot. 
hilly Jo 
New York, New York 


Rarely have 1 read а гыс inaccurate 
эйе than Little Land of the Big 
Wheel by Jobn Sack. 

At the time of the Rainier Kelly mur- 
the papers kept telling the read. 
crs ad nawcam that Rainier was one of 
the few absolute rulers, Sack sns on 
Iwo occasions that the papers missed 
pointing (Incidentally, the 
papers as well as Sack are wrong in say- 
ins that Rainier & an absolute ruler. 


this o 


France is the supreme authority. "The 
Mongyasque National Council is pre 
sided over by Henri Soum, an ap 


pointec of the French Government. A 
Prince of Monaco cannot even marry 
the women of his choice without per 
mission from the French Ministry of 
Foreign Affairs. Rainier, when he picked. 


elh. cabled Paris and received per 
" all this while in Hollywood.) 
Sack му» Rainier could have 21,000 
Monegasque subjects decapitated if he 


felt like it, Rai 
poner over life 
French 


ier does not have the 
wl death. Only the 
‘at could carry out а 


Govern 


wh sentence. No prince ever put any 
beny to death. Sack says there arc 21.000 
Monegasque subjects. There are less 
ml even this official figure 

may be exaggerated. The figure of 91000. 
tourists. Rainier didn't 

marry Кей we of Father Tucker 


Nin thc even hy Rainier 
ауто fact that he was an absolute 


power He marial as the papers 


pointed ош ad nauseam, because Onas 
sis, the National Со ba 

bank. 
the doctor for 


а shot in the ar 
ing to mary and have an heir was alo 
lacer. (ee м 

iis love а 

d. This will 

ed people 

Rainier never cared for women 

The onc known love affair (with actress 
Giselle Pascal) was a cover. 

fusil to have any 


monter ol telus 


ious Tine 


stories) 
ier is supposed to have 
ake many 


p lor his ve 
ipto do with Шен, 
ас businesses 
1 have spoken to, Rainier spent most of 
his time wi lian gigolo named. 
Raoul Pez Grace Kelly's 
Walter Kelly hut John B. Kelly 
Knowledge of the Kelly chin is as 1 
as his Monaro dita. 
Hotel in Mos 
The Monte Carlo Count 
Monégasque territory, m 
is the Mome Carlo Beach, 
around а swimming pool an 
sea view. 1 don't know ol 
Carlo Goll Club. H Sack had bees 
the Riviera he would know that the rock 
descend! to the shore, there is no room for 
a golf couse anywhere from Nice to San 
Remo, Italy. The terrain, to repeat it 
is too mountainous. SaitSimun, a x 
solutionary rebrand. died during the 
French Revolution in the 18h Century 
He never remarked that the sovereign 


Sacks 
шей, 
There is no Rite 


Carlo as Sack alin, 
y Club is o 

ошм, So 
a few rocks 


‘cam spit... Over his own boundaries 
‘This & a paraphrase of a remark made 
by a newspaper which said that tht 
sovereign secs all he rules, There are 
tamivals in Monaco, only in Nite. No 
regattas, No tournaments 
for water skiers (the harbor is unsuited 
because of shipping and the rest of the 
coast is sheer rock on which you look 
v a railroad track), The 
in sucet of Mente Carlo is not the 
we but the Boulevard 


from above os 


levand de Fra 
des Moulins. 


Harry M. [o 
New York, Nea, arl 
jays Sock, "Ган night, and Mv. John 
on is wrong. The Ritz Hotel, which 
М». Johnson says is not in Mente Carlo, 
Сено, and this is exactly 
what I anid. M б рим across the border 
on the southwest corner by the Аша 
Riviera, The Monte Coto Country Club, 
and Momie Carlo Beach, which М). Juhu 
son anys are in Monte Cor 
they are in France. The 
Golf Club, which Mx. Johnson says he 
doesn't know of, is internationoliy 
known. The saying of SaintSimon's i 
just that, and in't, es Mr. Johnson sa 
а paraphrase of a remark made by л 
newspaper. There certainly are carnivals 
in Monon; there was one on Pida 
February 24, 1956. There was an inter 
national regatta in April, |956, ond there 


is nol m Мон 


Mame Саа 


Now you can get Big Label "recordings 
: .. qt Low record club prices! 


E А new ард wemderfal record chab that бет yeo—mecth afler mortb— rest artists like Вот 
Ormandy, Sir Adrian Boalt, Beory Goodman, Natlam Milstein, Walter бөйш, Arturo Toscanini, 
_ easy Carmichael, Tommy Dorsey, Philippe Entrement, Rakiy Serkin, Eril бак, Nario Callas- 


‘===> Any Three 


12” LONG-PLAY HIGH-FIDELITY RECORDS 


for sa 


HIRES Ner, CHANCE to get big БН recordings at 
де record club prices! 
Record Guild invites Yeu te t 
ҮЕ" longeplaying highchdelity albume for only $3.25 
E i mr E 
«е. And you continue to save on fature records! 
Locking fer People Who Enjoy Music. 
т, Сы Басо баа ks Ше "ыш" ЧЫ that 


у gor scented monthly mapa 
Чаага 


м report араан 
Ninen ouise methane 


ті Collier Rererd байв, Dept. sesh FE TIR 


[аси DES 


Гу Suman me mit x 
Er gie 
I жышын NE E 
Seu pe мин set 
E dc 
prize fachage et big tard Swing. J 1245 Mt 90 


{fn reat famous tera poenis The PI 

irre Panay cesta dr 

on агаа баисан, сүй 
сиң, piano Concerts негі in 
Ehanet. бе, 


Name 


eec х es 
Les Ы 7 
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° 
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* ‘TU take 
9 
the Sportsman type. 
any time! 
Man's idea: a solid deodorant, іп à con- 
E el = D-BAR 
venient stick. Very neat, ruggedly effective 
а ОСЫ «айы дет 
Sportaman...a great line fora man. — — | 
The Finest in High Fidelity 
LOUDSPEAKERS 
every 
note а 
perfect 
їйї ype quote 
precision 
loudspeake 
.. made by 
James B. Lansing Sound, Inc. 
: Бала (осыма 


was a tournament [ог u 
Derember, 1935, and nner got IN, 
que Gup. fo Mr 
Johnsen, the main street of Munte Сане 
ts not the DBculenrd de France. 1 never 
sud it wes. The Boulevord Че Fran 
{тот the Rue de Lilas ta the A 
General de Gaulle 

on most Monaco maps. Ad nauseam. 
as Mr. Johnson says, the papers kept 
mving that Rainier i one of the few 
absolute rulers, but they didni шу, T 
lielieor. that he is the оту absolute 
orld, 1 amid thi 
fully? as 1 ай, 


ler shiers in 


and Tm right, too. Ч. 


Reinier may decapitate ih 
21000 Monégasques” Lawfully he may 
Чо this; lawfully ће may throw out the 
whole constitution; lawfully he may do 
anything he pleases. That is to say (and 
J мій it), it couldn't be questioned that 
he acted within his rights. In. point of 
fact. 1 rather suspect 1 

olution if he tried any of this, just 

there w 
for exam ple, an absolute rules by any 
Standard at all, tried it, This ін what 
1 imple 
of State. He is a Frenchman, but he 
nied by Prince Rainier end he сет 
isn't “the supreme authority.” 
Prince uf Манао? says Mr. Johnson, 


тє would be а 


a revolution when Ner 


Henri Soum is the Min 


t even marry the women (sic) of 
his choice without permission from the 
French Ministry of Foreign Affairs’ In 
the early nineteen hundreds, Prince 
af he got 


Louis H mained a washe 


ter im Africa, and 1 dou 
ssion. ‘No prince eves put anybody 
jeath' In the Sih, 17th and 18th 
Centuries, of гөште, the princes put 
many, many 40 death; Prince Louis 1 


фин them to death for fornication. ‘Sack 
says there are 21000 Mfonégasque sub 
jects. There are less than 30007 Nu; 
what Mr. Johnson is thinking ol, appar 
ently. is the numbe 
to wole, 1118. “Rainier 
Kelly because of Father Tucher pointing 
өш to him the even-by-Rainier aver 
looked fact that he was an absolute 
penser.” What 1 ший was that he married 
Miss Kelly “shortly afterwards’ (not "be 
cause’) and thot “his feelings at the ите, 
1 assume, were nothing but the highest 
Mr. Johnson, 1 assume, took thr humor 
ously. My 
prince's friends, the Monace correspond. 
ет of the Nice Matin, the Paris Hernid- 
Tribune of September 20, 1955, 0 
don Evening Standard of September 19, 
1955, ond many others — say that Rainier 
likes girls. Mr. Johnson's ‘sources are 
Monigasque businesimen (that) 1 have 
spoken ко"! Finally, ‘Grace Kelly's father 
өлгі Walter Kelly’ —a point 
М". Johnson анд 1 are in hearty a 
ment, Mr. Walter Kelly ix her un 
what 1 sai 


ces — а пишет of the 


Low 


n which 


which is exa 


PLAYBOY 


AFTER HOURS 


ow vos A NEW drink get ilf born? 

І Sometimes by accident. A few weeks 
buk we had а M ah 
new rixvioy Building for assorted m 
Ber al the press, show business and the 
заспів Т 


ernity, amd one of our 


secretaries was getting drinks for some 
sce. They'd asked for Scotch and 
water aud the bar was crowded. so the 


self. pou 
pitcher 


lady iced a couple of glasies her- 


in a slug of Scotch, grabbed 
and sluiced in what she thought 
was water. Actually, й w. 

very dry Martini. The шеп drank up. 

looked puzzled, made Laces, the 
happily. The accidental error, 
discovered, was deliberately repeated for 
sequent rounds. The new drink wes 
Christened on the spot: if there's шөге 
* gin, we call it а Skintehs i 
Scotch, 


there's more gin than 
біте. 


On our most recent West Coast swing, 


we stopped. rancisce to visi 
Dr. S. 1. Hayakawa, a hipcat cerebral 
нийн who blows a 


n piano, is 


па iv editor of 
the International So 


ciety for General Semantics — phew! 
Anyway, the good doctor showed us an 
anonymous submission to bis journal 
which we pas on to you withou 


Men, don't let happiness hold you 


back. Are you, too, а victim of these 
new tranguilising pill? Then try Dr. 
Sos Sadness Pills, These amazing mew 


‘onder pills are guaranteed to make yo 
feel discontented, dissatisfied, dix 
gruntled. Take Dr. Sam's Sadness Pills 
and yowll find yourself demanding & 
hetter job, a finer house, а more айта 
tive wife. Ash yourself honestly, do you 
really enjoy being hap 
all you're missing just to be content? 


1s it worth 


i Jomous edvertising men 


туз: “Before taking your pills 1 was а 
happy, carefree advertising man getting 
но place, Now, thanks to Dr. Sans Sad: 


ness Fills, 1 em a 


depressive and 
ahead fast. How can 1 thank 
TJ you're worried about not worry- 
Dr. Sam's Sadness Pills. 


кейіне 
img, b 


Addendum to last month's car sticker 
rundown, This one was spotted abaci а 
magnificent Rolls Rowe parked in 


Front of Sam Francisco's Mark Hopkins 
Help Keep California Green — 
Money." 


Hotel 
Bri 


RECORDS 
Tr 

tol WHOS) capitalizes on his carlicr 
hrightbeat smash, Songs for Swin 


Lovers (Playboy Ajter Hours, May 1950). 
and comes off in cle 

effort. The brass is pi 
are felicitows, the rhythm тапшы 
and Frank's voice is in fine lene 
leat two of the tunes (Ман Fell он 
Alabama, 1 Won't Dance) make it a n 
sparkler for vo San 


ly as that estimable 
hy. the files 


Davis, Ji, levels а bouncy broadside at 
wpiempo balladry on Semmy Swings 
(Decca DL 8486). The v 


vibrations include parodies on an Elling 
ton beartwringer (Don't Get Around 
Much Any More), an Та Бен Лей 
astringeforee type ditty (lark Magic) 
and the bopper's delight (Perdido). all 
done with carsplitting good bum 


‘The jinks are high on a fun disc made 
up ot La Boutique Fantesque, which 
Ottorino Respighi рамей up for ballet 
maser Diaghilev ош of spirited old 
Rosini scraps: The Incredible Fimis, 
Walter Piston's suite lor orchestra 


dental music to the play, The Malian 
and whieh has a grand old 


time ш Viennese waltzes, 
bands, Mcmdclsolurs Wedding March 
d other musical scapegoat, The 


whole ређа с up slick and snappy 
һу Fiedier and the Boston Pops (Victor 
LM 2081), 

for August. 


makes lively light listening 


‘Moth in a Gray Flannel Suit” (Jubilee 


1035) said she liner, “Weinls and Music 
by Bob Peck.” Intrigued, we turned it 
over to sce a picture of Mr. P, with a 


instead of an eyepatch over his 
felt orb. Then we spun this platter of 
songs and patter and larmed from the 


dc ditty that its dedicated t0 the 
young ad guy who "wears the suit of a 
and earns the salary of a moth.” 


(The liner notes say he strolls up. Madi 
son Avenue in bis Brooks Brothers suit 
with a copy of PLAYBOY t 
his arm) Other eck oflerings 
бесі Sixteen ("l'm a real gone cont 
mando, just like Marlon Brando"), 
Thank You, Mr. Bell (a call girl's song), 
T.V. Cowboy Song (Tm the biggest 
bull shipper in the West"), 1 Remember 
Maw Man ("She had the mimionarics in 
э stew") and Breakfast, My Dear (“Won't 
you stay for breakfast? ICs only 8 hours 
way"). Beck's no "Tom Lehrer, but he 
oes extract fun [rom his wey commen. 
tarics on the passing seene. 


ked under 
clude 


Seven sapient swing 
cool side from time to tin 
amd blue on Jar for Playboys (Suvoy 
T9005), a disc that has three originals of 
special interest for us, to wit: Playboy, 
Pin Up, Blues for a Playmate, The cats 
ing chude Frank Wess on flute 
and tenor, Joe Newman making with 


n, a bit on the 
s, blow bright 


PLAYBOY 


merriest mar 
ГЭ 
side of йн 


1, MORTON C. MORTON, 
INVENTED THE MORTINI 


Tie Pin 92 
Cuff Links 84 
The Set 96 


PLAYBOY ACCESSORIM 
233 є OHIO ST. CHICAGO ILICE 


trumpet, Eddie Jones оп bae and 


Kenny Burn 
hers are nic 


ell on guitar. The s» mum 
ely Basieish: the kot, /Шиг 


for a Playmate, is commendable for its 


fine funky b 


Onctime sl 
Марі no п 
Boys (Doubl 
hoak, 

these days, d 
of the sami 
Sleep till N 


Cheek, those Nighi 
that made the 


s). A ч 


* and ending. 


BOOKS 


Маме Shulman is 
is Rolly Round the Мор, 


though a 


lapsie 


han 


any being wii 
docs 


read like a product 
е antic р 

ооп and B 
М fantastic. foc 
Shulman эу 
Rally is n 


ort of Exurbam fes with plot. 


ît Папи the adventures, amorous and 


` 1 
b 


What happens? Take your 
some СІ clo: 


ge henan 
nity and a 
uy like 


think you'll 


пса by the ор 
call it Good Ch 


ious Lanna residing in 


appens when an Army Nike 
h а social 


wait for the movie 


рей miracle 


THEATRE 


e Abbott has always been able w 


< with 


Eugene O'Neill's Pulitzer Prize winniny 


prostitute w 


fathers barge on the New York 


D 
words. She 
Burke. а b 
Тэх been a 


Mat wants u 


she hanl рісі 


inal play and the 
эй and water 
a happy ending ol sores, 


didn’t have 


lay o 
the d 


pletely w 
ıs above ave 


nang i experi, active 


jme a sangandalnc 
much for him. He 


mber, is 4 tubercular 
ho stinks back home 


rch of rest and а few 
looks like a real lad 


wawling lih safarer who 
h 10 know benter 
o marry Anna until she tells 
de 


one syllable. just how 
х up that c 


Abbott 
too much 
ventional s 


to distort the si 


Weamsciots: amd the cist 


Cameron Prud'homme 


From the world over 
у enjoy the world's finest food 


Linn Burton’s 


TEAK HOUSE 


744 N. Rush Street, Chicago, Ш. 


ROAST BEEF - STEAKS - BARBECUED RIBS 


Р; Гай»? 
25 

DINNER From 530 PM. = OPEN TO 4 AM 

161 E. 54-.МҮС + PL9-3228 


YOUR CREDIT IS GOOD 
WHEREVER YOU GO 


72 СА “ 


liners’ CM card / 


here’s why you w want to join the Diners’ Club 


YOU'LL HAVE 14,000 CHARGE ACCOUNTS and imme- 
diate, unquestioned credit at the finest estibhshments in. 
every hey city throughout the world. You'll he able to 
charge FOOD, DRINKS, ENTERTAINMENT, HOTEL ACCOMMO- 
DATIONS, CAR RENTALS, LIQUOR, FLOWERS, GIFTS, ETC. 
When the bill is presented you jast sign it. That's all. 


YOU'LL GET ONLY ONE MONTHLY STATEMENT. It 
will include all your charges, Makes it impossible to For 
got any legitimate business expense. One check pays for 
everything. An invaluable record for tax and bookkeeping 
purposes, Your aeceuntant will verify this, 


“POC LL ENJOY THE PRESTIGE AND CONVENIENCE 
ACCLAIMED BY NEARLY 450,000 MEMBERS. Your 
wallet-size Diners’ Club credit curd asura you prc- 
ferred treatment wherever you go and is as easy te use as 
an oil company credit card. Eliminates expense-aeceunt 
headaches, petty cash nuisance, the need to cany large 
sums of cash. Replaces dozens of individual credit cards. 
A complete directory and guide te over 14,000 of the 
‘world’s finest RESTAURANTS, NIGHT CLUBS, HOTELS, 
FLORISTS, MOTELS through the coWemess or мотоп 
Yar s AUTO RENTALS through HENTZ RENT-A-CAR; Ínter- 
state LIQUOR GIFTS throng ucvenace carr валос. 


YOU'LL PAY ONLY $5.00 YEARLY. And this modest ісе 
covers membership cost of your entire family, an entire 
firm or sales force all of whom may have and use their 
‘own personalized Diners’ Club credit cards. Membership 
foe also includes a subscription to Ње Diners" Club maga- 
zine, a monthly publication featuring famous writers and 
mew tember establishments, 


WHEREVER YOU GO you'll find Diner? Club member establishments in 
‘every key city and rescet arva in the United States, Canada, Mexico, Cuba, 
Brazil, West Indies, British Isles, France, Italy, Germany, Spain, Switzerland, 
Australia — in fact, neatly every corner of the world, and your eredi is go 
Wherever you go. 


MAIL APPLICATION BELOW 
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PLAYBOY 


10 


Nothing makes а woman 
more feminine to a man 


ШИМТ 


PARFUM 


COTY 


BY 


= Anna's hoon father and George 
Wolle ay the ragged Mar could have 
played in O'NGI original, Hollywood's 
ыша Ritter 

Tunny amd lovable. at th кін іл wa 
i Gwen Verdon, m Amex The 
headed miw. Monde naw. aml playing а 


as an exciting hoofer who 


qosesss an even greater talent Lor 


Emotional seting. At the dth SL The 
нге, 226 W, (60 $t, New York City 
FILMS 
There is a breed of critic who labels 


k of art that is Larger 
than life amd if it happens ta be toc 
ie lor Бий to cope with. he qualifies 
Budd Schul 


wu Traveler, in 


сату handed sitire 
story. Your Ark 
not a satire. nor (no matier what you've 
heard) is A fece in the Crowd. the film 
he and Elia Kazan made ol that story, 
Both are cxtrapolations-scienceficrio 
if som will-adventures into the realm 
of What H. Like all extrapolative fic 
on, Crowd takes an existing condition 
Gu this film, the persuasive power of 
popular TV personalities) aud asks 
"What if this condition were extended 
to the nib degree?” The answer arrived 
at by the Schuler Kazan combo is a 
сой «Авр one: а d in 
denim whose lightest word сай sway 
millions (өг good or сүй. indiscrimi- 
mately. Larry Rhodes 
(Andy Grifith) armed with a guitar an 
an insinuating charm. is discovered in 
durance vile by a smalltown radio inter 
Neal} She tapes a dis 
s folksy philossphizing, 


backwoods bu 


н and 
thore 


apron 
ihe horsegaw 


ay Moley Hous, “Lonc 
Rhodes has become a fere that can 


up 
the sa 


nostrum te the top 9 


a long way toward ps 
in the White House 
(tot satirical 
2 


)is n pera and 


a few film rahom 
Hell” here, a 
hopping someplace else) әз the movie 
gallops and snorts down its hopped up, 
overcondemsed track: then, as it асах, 
the stretch, the shoddiest dramatungical 
device since the eld Te WasOnly-A. 
Dream dodge just about invalidates all 


the good that has gone before. Rhodes 


meets his fortuitous doom in something 


like іне шини flat, and neither 5; 
Fetrapolation mor Expresionisa 
justify the байс, sleazy wickery of the 


. The race, in briel, is xed. Like 


too many American films of late, onc 
major Ñaw (to complete the metaphor) 
has turned а winner into an abo 


That hardy peren 
of plots, the Cinderella могу, Моют 
again in The Prinee and the Chervs Gi 
Terence Rattigan’s adaptation of his 
stage Mit, The Sleeping Prince, кі 
Laurence Olivier in the surprising role 
ol a deutsch-sprechender, | monoclest 
4 Marilyn 
сіп her ubiquitous role as а 
breathles dizzy blonde, Everyone 
this hoary theme by now amd Rati 
is hard put to be very original in his 
Tr would take п Molnar 
something fresh with this 
and Rauigan is по Molnar, зо you'll 
have to be content with some intermit 
tently amusing moments contributed 
chielly by Miss Monroe. who са 
expe t comedienne, bles hee 
heart, when someone gives her a chance 
In this sort of thing you need style (ihe 
opportunity to parody the elegance of 
the Edwardian age — the period ік Lan 
don, 1911 — or crystallize it, as My Fair 


Grawstarkian royal rooster 


Lady so tastefully does, is entirely 
muffed) and you med wit, serve, 
panache, These аге not only lacking bun 
are replaced by rather garish settings 
‘and costumes, banal dialogue and a kind 
ol galumphing gaicty that can get pretty 
depressing after a bit. But if vou like 
locking at Marilyn this i» decidedly 
your dish. She never looked preuicr 


We recommend Nene, eve 
Carol isn't exactly Zola's slatucmly 
The strip hay something өй 
the тайы bawdincw of the story's u 


i Martine 


the corrupt Second Empire under Loui 
Napoleon, and more honesty in discus 
the Lacts ol hic than you'll find іп 
the Last two dozen Hollywood sexepies 
We also recommend Gervahe, adapted 
irom Zobe, LAssomoir, in which we 
make the acqua 


nce of Nana's mama, 
Gervaise, and watch her harroyswgeste 
base 


ах she goes from shy young 
bride to dhinksodden wreck, with he 
child, Ката, now left to shift N 
self, Marveloas evocation of the 19 
of 1840 and some of the strongest direc 

Four Bogs Full 
nic comedy about a couple o 


1 park across 


during the Nazi occupation, шіні 

uch funnier than this probably sounds 
Sophia Loren and Vittorio de Sici 

Play footsie 

summatim, Ч 


kncese, thighse. ad con 

1 bit of spumoni called 
The Milers Бесыйы Wie. Laren is her 
burgeoning self amd de Sica, one of the. 


most charming comic actors of our шин 
attacks his role con brio. 
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fiction BY JACOB HAY плъх 


INCIDENT OFF LAND’S END 


the ship was dressed for the captain’s party and the pirates were dressed to kill 


summons to the Captain's quarter? Or in the cabin class dining room, an 
theatticals in the tourist dass cinc 
The weather was perfect und the Ас 
antic was steady as a pak 
thrust her 75.000 tons 
ampton at better than 
эп appearance. шіе night. 
‘Squecring his bulk into am elevator — Outside the heavy walnut door to the 
deck, Am- Captain's suite, the Chief Purser paused, 
thing was up. s for the eve зг Метей his i bow against 
Something unusual and therefore pos шид and found them in order: dancing the snowy of his collar, and 
nt, ehe why this urgent іп the бем class ballroom; costume party knocked. There was the sound of a lock 


кїз maan, rusnLy-ackuabe English face 
set in the jovial grin ay 


ards South 
nots through 


ugh the cheerfully packed В 
smoking room of the Royal Mail 
p Atlantic, uneasily aware th 


for the ascent to the 


sibly unplea 


PLAYBOY 


turning, and he stared іп astonishment 
as the door opened а crack, stayed that 
way for a moment while bis identity 
Was established, and then swung open 
only far enough to permit him to edge 
through. 

Except for the soft yellow glow of the 
reading lamp on the Captain's gleam- 
ing mahogany desk, the room was in 
deep shadow, and Amberley started 
voluntarily as the door shut quietly he 
hind him and once again the lock 
snicked over. He got а worse shock as 
his eyes accustomed themselves to the 
comparative darkness after the brightly 
lighted passageway, and he saw the 
husly expression on the normally rud- 
ду and genial face of Captain Sir James 
Fhuleoner, KBE, DSO. And then he 
felt the whole menace of the silent room 
and was suddenly afraid. 

Taukener was inexpressibly weary. 
stomped in one of the deep leather агт 
chairs flanking his dew. "This is my 
Chief Purser, Mr. Amberley." The in 
troduction went unacknowledged by the 
two men Amberley now discerned stand 
ing just beyond the halo of light cast 
by the lamp. "Mr. Amberley," the Cap- 
tain continued, raising his gue fron. 
the floor and staring into nothingness 
“I have to inform you that this ship is 
presently in the control of pirates” The 
Chiel Purser took an instinctive step 
forward, felt immediately the pressure 
of a gun in his back, and was aware 
thst а third man, the one who had 
Jocked the door, was still behind him 

"Perhaps" a smooth, curiously mul 
164 voice broke in mildly, “I'd best do 
the explaining.” One of the two men 
Amberley could sce moved into the light 
and, fantastically, his face was that of а 
fiercely snarling ape. It took Amberley 
Ше fraction of а second to realize that 
the man wore a rubber mask which 
fitted entirely over his head, and which 
accounted for the oddly strangled sound 
of his speech, It was а perfect disguise 

yet, coupled with dhe pengui 

anonymity of the man’s dinner jacket 
and the generally confused gaicty of the 
lastnight celebrations, above w 

for its wearer would have been taken 
only аз а rather enthusiastic celebrant 
on his way to or from sme bibulous 
amembly. 

“This,” the apefaced man remarked 
casually, holding up a n leather. 
attaché case, "i, despite rance, 
а small but most efficient radio trans 
miner.” Amberley noted automatically 
the educated accent; 
help in establishing an identin 
would be worth remembering. 
the masked man went on, 
receivers concealed іп sean 
now resting in three frst class мше 
rooms —1 may say. Captain, that cur 
accommodations have been eminently 


satisfactory, thanks doubdess to your 
Mr. Amberley here, and how you both 
must be wondering just which three 
staterooms — and to receivers in several 
other trunks now in one or another 
of the baggage holds The trunks, 1 
should add, arc otherwise packed with 
TNT. All may be detonated by means 
of а signal sent by this transmitter. 

“Unless my instructions arc followed 
exactly, 1 shall press the transmitting 
key, and some 800-0dd pounds of high 
explosives will go up. From which you 
сап take it that were very much in 
earnest, since well go up with them." 
Опе of the men in the shadows giggled. 
an unexpected and frightening noise 

"But Í trust it won't come t that” 
‘The smooth voice ignored the giggle. 
“The important point is that in just 
under two hours from now the ship is 
to be stopped. In the meantime, wire 
less equipment aboard will be rendered 
temporarily inoperable. We will then 
be approximately 100 miles off Land's 
End, at which point we'll rendezvous 
with a fishing boat that will chance хо 
be in the area. We will have roughly 
seven hours of darkness, during which 
you will transship the two tont of gold 
bullion now stowed in a specially con 
structed strong room located bencath 
the after baggage holds. I leave the tech 
nical aspects to you, but 1 should ima- 
gine а block and tackle arrangement 
might be feasible.” And now Amberley 
Knew why hc had been called to the 
Captain's cabin, for the ships strong 
rooms wert the Chief Pursers respon- 
sibility 

1 should add.” Ape-Face observed, 
“that the range of the transmitter 
aboard the fishing vessel — which is also 
tuned to the receivers im the trunks 
aboard the А suliciently 
powerful to make any attempt at pur 
Suit оп your part most unwise. In fact, 
1 forbid и” 


Ыы or а damned poor jok 

"Mr. Kendall was sent off before you 
arrived, with one of these beggars to 
Sand guard over him.” Sir James Faul 
coner exhaled heavily. "He inspected 
one of the trunks, It's as Monkey Face 
siye" Kendall was the Adamic’s com 
munications offcer and, Amberley knew 
well. not a man easily panicked. 

‘You may сай me King Kong” the 
man in the mask said pleasantly. "So 
much nicer Шап Monkey-Face. I think 
And now, perhaps we'd best be getting 
on with business. One of тау associates 
will accompany the Captain tw the 
bridge, to insure that we keep on course. 
Тһе other will assist your communica- 
tions offcer in disabling his gear. Both 
of my friends know teir jobs so I 
should advise no nonsense. 


Despite himself, Amberley felt a 
grudging admiration for the brutal sim- 
plicity of the scheme and he wondered, 
idioticelly, why no one had ever thou 

of it before. The information that the 
Atlantic was carrying bullion bought in 
the States by the Bank of England, 
while theoretically confidential, сома 
bave been purchased from any one of a 
number of criminal sources along the 
New York waterfront well in advance, 
“The arrangement with the fahing boat, 
probably of long standing, could have 
been set im motion by тп innocent 
wireless messuge sent from the ship it 
self. And Faulconer, of course, was in 
an imposible situation: no responsible 
officer would entertain for а moment 
the thought of risking his ship and the 
Tives of nearly 3000 passengers and crew 
for a thousand tons of bullion, much 
less two, 

Nor was there any doubt that the 
operation could be brought of. Fishing 
boats, French, Dutch or British 
pretty much alike, and the utter 
ness of the night, erratically lit by the 
glow from the Adantic’s decks, would 
make identification of any particular 
boat even more difficult. Plus which. if 
these men displayed as much ingenuity 
in the Inter phase of their project as 
they Һай shown in its preparation, even 
before it disappeared into the maze of 
shipping along the Channel coasts, the 
fishing boat would have undergone л 
drastic change in its appearance. Dum- 
тау masts, ventilators and deckhouses 
could be rigged or dismantled, as the 
case might be, or а fresh coat of paint 
applied to the upper works, It hid been 
done often enough during the wan 
heaven knew, in embarking ur disem 
barking agents or supplics on a neutral 
or unfriendly shore. 

But now the man who wished to be 
called King Kong was speaking again, 
urbane and almost amused, "То avoid 
alarming the passengers, as well as an 
overabundance of witnesses, Captain 
Fauleoncr will make an announcement 
over the ship's public address system, 
stating in firm, seamanly tones that the 
мор is part of an Adruiralty exercise іп 
volving cooperation with Merchant 
Navy, and that for reasons of security 
то onc will be permitted on deck except 
officers and crew in the performance of 
their duties Judging from the way бін 
parties are going, this should present 
no major difficulties" 

As if to lend ironic emphasis to the 
comment, а faint burst of music made 
il audible in the Captain cabin, 
Dancing Бай begun in the first clus 
ballroom, and Amberley glanced, the 
habit automatic with years at sea. at 
the brasscased clock fixed to the pan- 
«іса bulkhead above Faulconer’s des, 

(continued ол page 22) 


THE 
GOOFY 


GIRLS 


a loving look at the 


ña, WINTERS ыма! to be tougher, eggs 
wed to sell for 14 cenis а doan, 1 used 
to be told to eat up and get a tle Mesh 
оп my bones, and there was a dillerent 
Kind of girl then 

Whatever happened to the goofy girts? 

The goofy girls were wonderful. They 
used us hie names like Flip and Hootie, 
they sald things like, "You tell “еш kid, 
1 stutter," they used to roll their stock- 
ings and leave their galoshes unbuckled. 
they used vo giggle wn sign their letters. 
by lipsticking their mouths heavily and. 
pressing them to the bottoms of letters 
written in green ink with lite circles 
instead ol dots over the i's. They never 

dresses without lots of little bows. 


hi 


nostalgia 


shimmying shebas of the roaring twenties 


and hooks and eyes and coches all over 
them They drank — but never, in your 
presence, enough to justify the long and 
harrowing hangovers they talked about 
They broke dates with other fellows 
10 go ош with you, and they broke dates 
with you to go out with other fellows. 
Sometimes you were their late date and 
sometimes you were the one they bie- 
dated alter, They could dance like fools 
and they always wanted to dance one 
more dance after the last dance, and you 
never felt silly c 
empty dance floor with them wl 
band was packing up, while you sang 
Under a Blanket of Blue in exch other's 


By Robert Paul Smith 


To my knowledge there are only two 
goofy girls left in the world. and 1 am 
Saving them up. For mysel. They ure 
тшй! and 1 am married - not to a 
goofy girl = but the way the word ік 
Shaping up, prohibition is bound to come 
back and any day now Из going to be 
time tn climb into u rumble seat with 
somebody else's girl and get cracking 
our to the Canoe Place tun, or the Glen 
lund Casino. 1 «m looking Jor my sad 
dlc shoes and believe me brother, 1 am 
saving up these two chicks for my very 

"The wonderful thing about the goofy 
girls is, Erst. that they were girls. They 
Mere not women, or ladies, or young 
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ladies, or wives, or divoreées, ог fanctes, 
They were girls. They were not devated 
1o getting jobs, or getting married, or 
fulfilling themselves, ar being helpmeets 
or modern women or socially useful fe- 
males They were devoted to dancing 
the consumption of gin-andginger-ale 
and chicken salad sandwiches, the writ- 
ing and receiving of letters, to necking 
to falling in and out of love, the collect. 
ing of Russ Columbo and Ambrose and 
Reginald Forsythe and Leo Reisman 
records, to the losing of сотрас and 
lipsticks and eyebrow pencils, to riding 
in cats and palling up stockings. to 
smelling nice and looking pretty 
And, ol coune, to being absolutely 
mut» about n 
You see, 1 was a sad bird all full of 
cosmic ideas and social and suicidal the- 
aries und flap-doodle, and if there was 
опе thing a pooly girl liked, ic was a 
premature wreck like me. They used to 
elbow вий other all along the starting 
ying to be first to bring a smile to 
countenance, They vied 
to pry my ¿hin from the bar table, to 
Scrape me loose from the foor: they 
made me stop drinking und took me for 
long sobering up walks in the snow; they 
made waiters in speakeasies bring me 
loss of black colfee; and they, from time 
to time, tonk me home, "They often tek 
me home with them and sometimes they 


took me to my own borne. 
in the morning to see i 
among the quick 

Why they liked Welbhmerzudden 
Fellows like me, I never knew, but 1 did 
know enough not to queer the pitch. 
The goofy girls like the sad birds, ard 
if being a sid bird was going to get me 
а gooly girl, 1 would be the addat of 
them all 

OF course, not always. A lot of the 
time, after 1 decoyed one of these con- 
fections, 1 managed to get a little goofy 
myself, and we did things that still seem 
to me te height of euphoria 

Like playing the drums in the band. 

Like doing the rhumba the way (this 
girl kept telling me) they did it in the 
back alleys of Panama, like telephoning 
‘ld friends in Richmond, Virginia, at 12 
dock at night in order to meet chem 

in Baltimore at three the next day when 

we were in Utia, New York, having 
driven up from Port Washington, Long 
Island. 

Like hot footing it over to the Savay 
to tell Chick Webb there was 2 hell of a 
girl who'd won the amateur night at the 
Apollo, big girl named Ella Fitzpcrala. 

Like going to the place in Central 
Park where we could bear, from the 
Casino where we didn't have tbc money 
то go, Eddie Duchin with Leo Reisman's 
band playing Sem end Delilah, and danc- 
ing on the rainy footpath. Necking, on 
the rainy bench, later, to Lets Do It 
And, sometimes, doing it 

That was another thing about the 
wooly girls. They were wed to having 
pases made at them. They knew what 
juu were doing when you made а pam, 
they were fairly sure in their own minds 
what they would do when a guy made a 
рам, aud there was something soothing 
about ай that. When yeu suggested 
iile going down to the beach and taking 
uff your shoes and going wading, they 
Knew in advance whether it was going 
to be just wading, and if they had figured 
m just wading, it was made manifest to 
jou. and in the wonderful way they had, 
jou believed you had just meant widing 
What I mean. they made even the wading 
fun. You cme back, not mad, but full 
of the wonder of wading 

And then, of course, if it wasn't just 
wading ... They wed 1 laugh and 


ад called up 
I was still 


iade even then. 1 don’t imagine girls 
do that very much any more. They prob- 
ably talk about Togetherness and decide 
it would be more sensible to spend the 
money on a foam rubber convertacbed 
instead of an engagement ring. The 
қозу girls would have perished without 
engagement rings. ‘They never kept any 
опе ring very long, but they had always 
onc. At least one. 

They always had at least onc secret 
tragedy. too, There was always some 
misty fellow who had done, and con- 
tinued 10 do, them wrong. Every six 
months, all of a sudden they could not 
go anywhere with you. They were very 
solemn over the phone, full of dark hints 
and when you met them on the street, 
they wore a different kind of dress and 
some odd color lipstitk, They were very 
peaceful looking, and very sad. A week 
or so later. they would сай you and ask 
you to meet them somewhere, and for 
the first halbhour you were with them 
they would still be sad and tell you at 
өрелі length not to ask them any ques 
tions at all, You would not, and pretty 
soon they would sart giggling again and 
you would go for а ride on the 125th 
Street Ferry, and the next time you saw 
them, usually the following night, they 
‘would have lots of little bows and shiny 
things Gn, amd be playing Joan Craw- 
ford іш Ше first hall of Our Dancing 
Daughters and all was as belore, 

Like 1 say, there are по more goofy 
girls lelt, except two that 1 have stashed 
away They are both married. They 
both adore their husbands, and neither 
of the husbands has the slightest notion 
‘of what a treasure he has, 

Very soon now. the stock market will 
ash, Prohibition will be back, people 
like Elvis Presley will go bark to their 
hillbilly haunts, bonds will start playing 
Shanty in Old Shanhyloum, and 1 will 
recall the exact proportions af crème de 
cacao and alcohol — to cut the taste of 
the айуу, baby —and one of these piris 
and 1 will be 
ol a Model A. 

She will be say 


c" she'll say, and giggle, und 
1 will be back with a goofy girl. 


COLOR-CODING THE BASIC WARDROBE 


клк 100 маму Guys, whose ban boast all the ingredi Attire BY BLAKE RUTHERFORD 
ents of a ос, who score with the datsels in a Bnger 

d whese apartraents are furnished in impec- 
mte, luck the same assurance and know-how 
tomes to building a wardrobe. They collect 
haphazardly, Faced with а 
men stre or a counter piled bigh with shi 
{urn giddy as n debutante with her pick of the мад line. 
They are emily swayed by the (соясімдіей om page 20) 


COLOR-CODING: THE 


OWN SUIT. Southwick 
Superfiex single-breasted suit of shodow-striped hor- 
ringbone with an olive cow, teilored by Grieco, about 
$100. Stone groy, blue ond yellow button-down 
shirts by Gont of New Haven, $5.50 each, Cordo- 
von-bound elastic belt by Punjo, Lid., 55. Curry- 
colored, crater-crease hat with deep back tumn-up, 
narrow raw-edge brim and back bow, by Knox, 
$12.95. Silk ond wool neckties. in English foulord 
‘ond regimantel stripes, imported by Myron Mcintyre, 
Lid, from $2.50 each. Esquire socks in Argyle and 
ribbed pattorns, from $1.50 a pair. Colf bluchers, 
with medallion tip, by Johnston & Murphy, $32.50. 


D 


COLOR-CODING: 


THE GRAY SUIT 


COLOR-CODING: THE BLUE SUIT 


THE REGAL BLUE: on imported 
flonnel single-breosted model with 
flopped pockets, by Norman Hilton, 
about $125. Striped Hathaway 
shirts, with button-down, spread 
and tab collors, from 5495 each. 
Finely figured English foulard nack- 
ties, by Keys & Lockwood, from 
$2.50 each. Cordovon-bourd, black 
‘elastic belt by Punje, Ltd., $5. Dobbs 
hat in meenglow grey with 

Blue band, low tapered crown ond 
center ствозе, about $15. Coopers 
hese, in both ribbed ond Argyle 
patterns, from $1.25 a pair. Johnston 
& Murphy block calfskin oxfords, 
ix-eyelet, sircight tip, $29.95. 


THE GRAY SUIT: on the opposite 
page is о three-button worsted fian- 
nal with black stripes, tailored by 
Boker Clothes, about $100. Blue 
English tab-coller, white oxford but 
fon-down and striped broadcloth 
semi-apreod сойот shirts are by Ar- 
row, from $4.50 each. Rep striped, 
challis print and solid-color noek- 
ties by Brooks Brothers, from 5450 
woch. Cavanagh low-sithouette hot, 
їп bark brown with black band ond 
side bow, shallow crease, about 
$20. Cordovan leather belt with 
bross buckle, by Furia, Ud., 55 
Interwoven socks, in Argyle ond 
clock patterns, from $1.50 a poir. 
Russot-tan cordovon leather shoes, 
siceyelot wing tip model, by 
Frank Brother, 53698 о рот. 


19 


PLAYBOY 


bInndishments of а salesman: “This is 
the latest” or “Here's what everyone's 
wearing now.” Other sad clothing sacks 
are the impulse buyers who splurge or 
а snappy new lid or s gaggle ol spec- 
tacular neckties without a moments 
reflection on what's already in the ward- 
тобе back home, On the мау back from 
lunch, they spot а suit or a shirt in a 
store window, rush in and plunk down 
the loot, repeat the process next month, 
and end up with drawers full of unco- 
ordinated accesories — very litle of 
which pairs up with anything hanging 
in the closet, Lets face it, its а stupid 
way to behave, For the same amount of 
cmh, with far less effort, they could 
build а sensible, color«oded wardrobe 
that garners а triple reward: the self- 
confidence that goes with being well 
turned-out Irom head to foot, the 
approval (even emulation) of your fel- 
lows, and the prideful smile of any los. 
іп the company of a tastefully girbed 
guy. Reaching that state involves noth 
ing occult, believe us. 

August isn’t a bit wo early w start 
inking about your own fall and winter 
goat, Your best procedure is to set your 
sights on three basic, but complete, omt- 


fils: one oriented around blue, one with 
a locus on brown and one whose key 
color is gray. Repeat: this is а basic 
Wardrobe. Three suits will be taughably 
inadequate t0 the great majority of 
sLAvBOY readers, but hell — you've 
ұл to start somewhere. Trot down to 
your tailor, or the best men's моге you 
хап find; give preference to a place that 
sells clothing whose cut and tailoring 
are comfortable and becoming to jou: 
then sit down with the most knowledge 
able salesman thereubouts to select com- 
шин. 

Ну “complete” we mean simply this: 
choose, for a starter, the brown suit that 
appeals to you. Immediately. that same 
day, select the properly colorcoded 
shirts, belts, neckties, shoes, socks, lat 
эга everything eise you're poing to need 
when you wear that suit. Ditta for your 
blue suit; likewise for the gray. Now 
you've got the basic minimum and it's 
а splendid beginning, a fne jumping- 
ой point from which you may easily 
amass a wardrobe that ік distinctive, 
imaginative and in good taste. 

As one way of doing it, check over the 
brown, gray and blue basic wardrobes 
gathered for your edifcation on the pre 


ceding pages. The variations on the 
theme эте infinite, of course, but you 
get the idea. A still further aid: the 
handy colorcoding chart on this page 
for use when purchasing your acceso- 
Ties. You'll see that certain of them — 
white or blue shirts, black or navy sock 
neatly figured foulard ties— play ol 
interchangeably and well with all three 
of the suit colors, Let suitability be 
your guide, and stick to a few elemen- 
tory rules: 

(0) Buy what becomes you. 
tones of blue аге not compl 
guys with darker complexions; 
gentlemen with gray hair will 
most shades of brown do not Hatter them 
a» much as other colon. Stocky men 
should avoid brashly-patterned clothes, 
especially hats with low crowns. Lanky 
types would бо well to рам up pro- 
nounced vertical stripes: ties and hat 
rims that are too narrow make them 
look lankier than ever. 

(9) Wear what's comfortable, Lots of 
men just naturally tend to feel —and 
Jook — better in tweed suits and button: 
down shirts, Others are in their element 
wearing smooth finishes! worsted. But i's 
entirely possible tû weur casual attire 
with distinction, and dressier gear casu 
ally, if the clothes are right for you. 

(8) Avoid color nnd petiern conflicts. 
Again, the chart will help you here, but 
be careful of gray hats with brown suits 
brown shots with dark gray or blue suits, 
and avoid pastel colored socks with any 
suit. If your suit is striped, checked or 
plaid, wear only solid color shirts or the 

ipes wit а choose а 
long, 
18) See that textures ngree. Keep you 
wool neckties and wookblended shirts 
for tweed or soft flannel suits. Hard. 
nished worsted suits call for smoother 
companions: broadcloth shirts, silk neck- 
че, etc. Rugged cordovan shoes and 
rough surface Tyrolean hats also belong 
with the more camal twecds, as do 
Argyles and other brightly colored socks, 
striped belts and sleeveless sweaters you 
may occasionally wear under your 
pker. 

@) Keep your guard up agninst fors. 
Nothing betrayx soliheaded naiveté wo 
thoroughly as falling for every novelty 
item that turns up in the shops. Two 
inch wide neckties, ponderous jewelry, 
hats with truncated crowns, lapels cut 
зо small they look apologetic are all re- 
cent absurdities that benefit no one bur 
the manufacturer. Again, your best 
guard against them is go Ënd a men's 
shop that refuses to even stock sud 
abominable merchandise. 

Dressing sensibly, yet with imagina- 
tion, is the mark of 
what he's doing, and i 
well. 


"Апа will you get rid of that 
sweater, please, Miss Turnbull? 
W's distracting the men in the office.” 


PLAYBOY 


INCIDENT 


The luminous hands, glowing dimly 
green against the black face, stood at 
2000 hours. He sav; but seeing, took no 
mot, Time, he thought savagely, if 
there was just some way of gaining time 
to think, Te wns beyond belief that these 
men shoul succeed, yet they seemed 10 
havc thought of everything; to powes 
an amazingly detailed) and accurate 
knowledge of the ship. "Ihe glowing 
green hands stared unlielptully back at 
him. 

And а wildly insane idea fared star- 
shell bright inside his brain. There wa» 
just a chance, the most miseralaly taint 
hope of а chance, provided Faulconer 
kept his wits about him. And if ic didn't 
come off, matters would stand no worse 
stout! now. He took а deep 

decided to risk it, staking 
‘thing, on greed and overconfidence- 

inquired, trying and 
ually contemptuous, "do you propose 
10 deal with the other stuff aft?” From 
the corner of his eye, he saw Faulconer 
glance up, abruptly quizzical. But ft was 
a look that might have been interpreted 
аз а reproach. 

For the first time there was а note 
of uncertainty in King Kong's voice. 
"Sif aft" Amberley took heart and 
plunged on, putting every ounce of sin- 

ity at his command into the sham. 

“Look here, the Captain and T know 
very well its mot the bullion alone 
you're after, although that should be 
enough to content уоп. But 1 assure 
you, its not in the strong room. For 
ome thing, international regulations 
won't allow it; for another, the posen- 
gers mightn’t be expecially happy bav- 
ing it anywhere near their cabins, al. 
though it’s certainly not dangerous" 
Would Faulconer ste what he was try- 
ing to do? Amberley dared not look at 
his commander, 

Опе of the shadowy men moved sad. 
denly into the light, and Amberley sw 
with no particular amazement that he 
wore the outrageous features of Popeye 
the Sailor, "What the hell's he talking, 
about?” Popeye wanted to know, his 
auent harshly American, 

“ТА like to know myself. Just what 
are you talking about, Chief Purser?” 
Without waiting for a reply, King Kong 
swung around to face the Captain. “Do 
you know?” 

Faulconer stared hard at his Chief 
Purser. "You bloody idiot,” he said, his 
Voice fat with anger. Amd Amberley 
exulted. Faulconer had not understood, 
but his biter reply was all Amberley 
could have prayed for. 

"Good Lord!” Не felt he was over- 
acting horridly, but at least be had mar- 
aged to sound Tike a mm who has 


(continued from page 11) 


realized that he has talked too much: 
choked and flustered 

“АП right, you." 
longer amiable, and through the ab. 
sand mask’s vision slits Amberley saw 
the cold glint of rage in the man's eyes. 
“Now 1 suggest that you tell us what 
this ‘other stuff aft is, and damned 
quickly, too." 

‘Amberley let his shoulders sag in de- 
feat. “Radium,” he said dully. 
six ounces of the stuff, packed by the 
quarter ounce in individual lead con 
хайнаг” Amberley һай no ides whether 
that much pure radium existed in the 
world, and his heart took a long pause 
as he waited for King Kong's reaction 

“бо on." hé masked man's voice was 
tense now and there was greed and 
something of triumph in it. Now. wo. 
the Chie Purser knew there was a 
chance of victory, ‘The bullion would 
fetch over 1,006,000 in the black mar- 
kets of Furope, а titanic haul but pica- 
yune in comparison with what might 
һе gained through the sale of that much 
radium. The world маз full of war 
racked hospitals and research labora- 
tories, of rich, sick men, of unscrupu 
Tous quacks who would pay fabulous 
prices for a gram. It was а bonus beyond 
anything ever wished for. a gift handed 
over by this ruddy fool of a Chief Purser. 

"Te has to be stored as far as possible 
from the passenger quarters” Amberley 
said, and then injected what he hoped 
жаз the correct note of defiance in his 
tone. “But ТШ take you to it only on 
condition that the watertight doors һе 
dosed once we get below. You're not a 
trained seaman, and if you stumble and 
set off thoe damned bombs of yours, 
the pasengers are going to hove at 
less half a chance," 

“What makes you think Ган going 
anywhere with you? Have the stuf 
brought up when you move the bul. 
Бо 


Ашһепеуз smile wus vicious, the 
snarl of the tapped rat. “And how,” 
he asked, “can you be sure there aren't 
more than six ounces” 

ГИ send one of my men with you, 
then,” 

“But i's just possible that your little 
chus might not care to take the ғыс” 
Amberley spoke slowly, to kt the im- 
port of his words strike home. “They've 
probably heard wild storics about ra 

burns, blindness, they 
от cancers, or madness. You and 1 know 
that’s all a lot of nonsense, of course, 
but do they? And suppose this were a 
чар?” 

“OF course its a trap!” Popeye's voice 
was high and edgy. "Let the чий alone, 
و الت‎ 


“Shut up” 
“There was а Jong moment of silence. 
Amberleys stomach was knotted with 
the tension of his gamble and he felt 
sweep over him, Then 
King Kong, his apes face frozen in its 
fanged grimace, shrugged. The effect 
war wildly incongruous “Lets get o 
with it. And you сап do whatever ym 
damned well please about your water- 
tight doors, but make sure 1 don’t 
stumble, Chief Purer. Make bloody 
sure. 

“Will you telephone the after е 
room, sir, and let them know w 
towing" Amberley saw the light of 
sudden comprehension spark in F 
concr’s eyes Once the watert 
were dowd, the Atlantic's chances for 
survival were vastly increused by the 
compartmentation of her hull The 
trunk bombs might Hood as many as 
four compartments and the Atlantic 
could still remain afloat; terribly in- 
jured, but aflat. 

Auiberley’s collar was throttling him 
He had won the first part of this in- 
sane game, and he knew what he must 
do if he were to win the second. The 
Knowledge was hideous 

1 want the telephone system cleared,” 

Kong was saying now. “Г shall 
хэй my associates from below decks, 
ard should they fail ta answer...” 
The rap of his fingers against the leath- 
er case was loud and ominous in the 
stillness of the cabin. 

Nothing about the spectacle 
sented by che Chief Purser and King 
Kong as they made their way below 
could have excited any special com 
ment, A number of passengers had put 
‘on similar outlandish masks as шаг 
contribution to the last nights frolic, 
and as for the attaché case, it might 
have held a couple of extra bottles on 
their way to а purty, The кйшй 
elevator operator who carried the two 
men to the Jowest passenger deck, made 
bold by the conviviality of the evening, 
even ventured to suggest that Amberley 
should obtain a mask of his own, “just 
жуз 10 кес into the spirit of thinks, 
like you might say, sir" 

‘Amberley dd the way thereafter, 
through a dosen hatches marked "Сі 
Only,” and down passageways nn pos 
senger had ever visited, until st єп, 
they моод on a platform of steel grat 
ing, peering down into the cavernous 
depths of the starboard engine com- 
parement, an immaculate and fantastic 
Cathedral of spotless white paint and 
learning metal, filled with the heavy, 
steady roar of the furnaces forward and 

iant turbines which drove the At 
Ламс propellers Waves of shuguishh 

heat surged up around the two men 
оп the grating. 
{continued on page 24) 


"Ге монт E got all mixed up in this 
Was a spring night. Norma, my wife 
was Tike always. № шу 
gentle young blonde wife with those 
Жу blue eyes and her cool arms 


asleep, T just stand there wo 
looking at her and wonder why she 

T wanted to marry mc. Me: a bald 
accountant wit pe like a water 
tank, E stand there wi urned.up 
feeling and the idea comes to me com- 
plete with handles that I'm the luckiest 
guy in the world all my troubles 
become very unimp t dur mo- 
ment, 1 never figured I had a due bill 
on the world. All 1 wanted was what 1 
had. Bot I could never tell Norma that. 
1 could never tell her she was what kept 


"Quit bothering my wife!” 


шу work! in balance. 
bt when we were in bed and 
the lights werc out, Norma said to me, 
Al, 1 want to tell you something 

of chuckled. "How much does 


Tk 


A 
y me, AL” she sid. 
ly awake, my heart 
pounding. "What man?” 1 asked her. 
1 was surprised to hear my voice so 

because 1 thought it would have 


pet excited. Don't 


“Just tell me who it is, Norma. He 
‘won't bother you again, not И he wants 
insurance. 


‘Just tell me who it is. Don't tell me 
Tim getting excited, baby.” 


fiction BY MORTON FINEMAN 


BALANCE SHEET 


one plus two equals zero 


I told him. 


And that's how this crazy ride down 
hilt without brakes started. Lover Boys 
name was Nicholas Tenny. He worked 
in one of the department stores in 

and he 


t was delivered to 
was, I could sec it 
all right. A пісе, friendly-talking college 
boy type and Norma wouldn't even 
know how to be auspicious of an 

She couldn't help being that 
ЫМ was jua а big neighborhood so 


ived in that apartment 
house on Willis Avenue, about six 
blocks away. How cozy could 
There was the prety blonde wife 
(continued on page 68) 
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pictorial 


SPORTS CARS 
the collected impressions of the sportive life 


of the sports car crowd, rendered with an 
eye to risible response and authentic 


detail, by sporting, sporty ben denison 


“You con come up if you like — what more have 
1 got to lose?" 


"Dart worry, Mrs. Higgins — Ill hove your 
doughter in bed belore midnight.” 


1 haven't mode up my mind about him. Н 
he's terribly п 


perfect gentlemen or he’ 


"Mast of my automobile accidents have happoned 
In back saath.” 
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INCIDENT 


“Where the devil are you taking mer 
King Kong leaned close to shout the 
words into Amberleys ear. 

“This is the only way we can get to 
the radium locker, Irs off the inboard 
starboard shaft alley, as far away from 
the passengers and crew as we can get it 
As Í told you, international regula 
tions” Amberley shouted in return, 
wondering as he did whether any such 
regulations had ever been published. 
and И so, what they really said 

Finally, a series of sceply slanted Iad- 
ders behind Шеш, they stood on the 
vibrating deck plates of the engine com 
partment, surrounded and dwarfed by 
the Adantie’s immense machinery. Mac- 
Kinnon, the engineering olicer on 
watch, impecesble in Fresh white cover- 
alls, glanced up from his desk beneath 
a great bank of dials and gauges and 
nodded an impersonal greeting, аз 
though the Pursers appearance in his 
dorain were an everyday occurrence. 

Bick between the towering bulis of 
the turbines, Amberley led, amazed as 
always that so many thowands of 
horsepower could be generated amid 
such fanatic cleanliness and without 
the chaotic clutter of steaming pipes 
and hissing, clanking valves which had 
been the order of things when he had 
begun bis career at sez. 

Now they stood between the two huge 
месі shafts, spinning at full speed. 
which disappeared through the heavy 
after bulkhead to tke their separate 
courses aft until finally they emerged 
from the giant Ний through their tre- 
mendous iron-wood sleeve bearings into 
the icy black waters of the North At- 
antic and turned their propellers in 
revolutions that churned wp the seas 
by the foamy scores of tons, These were 
the raw muscles that rammed the ship 
through the ocean, and their awesome 
power was an almost tangible thing that 
inlused the air like an electric Current 

Amberley pushed the black button 
set into the bulkhead beside the water: 
tight door leading to the inboard sar 
boant shaft tunnel. А тей lamp, one of 
dozens in а panel facing the engineering 
officer's desk, glowed, and MacKinnon 
presed the switch which would open 
the door, Te slid noisclessly upwards on. 


its thickly oiled rollers to reveal the 
swiftly dim perspective of the 
shift tunnel, with the мош girth of 
the shaft narrowing to a gleaming 


needle point at the far end, interrupted 
regularly along its length by the thick 
rings of its supporting bearings on their 
squat mounts, Over each bearing hung 
a strongly protected light. and in the 
Blare of these the big glass ofl cups atop 
the bearings shone like so many arber 
Jewels 

Once more Amberley ted, 


stepping 


(continued from page 22) 


over the high coaming and waiting 
while King Kong gingerly followed his 
example. Inside the tunnel, the Chief 
Purser pressed the twin of the button 
оп the other side of the bulkhead, and 
the door moved silently shut behind 
them, abruptly silencing the constant 
hunder of the engine room amd kav- 
ing them in comparative silence. They 
stood on the marrow grating of the in- 
spection walkway which paralleled dhe 
polished perfection of the spinning 
shaft. A slender pipe rail, looking whol 
ly inadequate, offered а minimum of 
protection to anyor ing the tun. 
nel, and Amberley was grimly pleased 
to xe the whiteness of King Kong's 
Knuckles as he gripped it with his free 
hand, It occurred to the Chief 

that beneath the rubber mask, a 
spite of the coolnes of the tunnel, 
Korg might be yenpirisg: (кемігін 
The sea was very dose to hem down 
here. 

"Good huk its calm weather.” Am- 
berley said, raising his voice to carry 
over the deep hum of the shaft. “This 
can be tricky going when there's any 
sort of 2 ses running. Makes you won 
der why anybody in his right mind 
‘would want to be an engineer.” 

“Let's keep moving” Now there was 
the slightest edge to King Kong's voice. 
“save your discussions for the Sea 
Scouts. would you?" 

“Not at ай” Amberley moved slowly 
down the walkway. "Less Шаш two 
inches of steel between us and the bor- 
tom of the ocean,” 
his shoulder. "Double hull 
but it makes you think a bit.” He got 
reply. 

"The watertight door was more than 
a hundred feet behind them, and just 
perceptibly the tunnel was narrowing 
towards the stern. The sound of the 
shaft seemed louder, somehow, in the 
creasingly confined space and back 
here, far from the warmth of tbe en. 
gine compartment bulkhead, the месі 
Valls glisiened solidly with condensed 
moisture, There was another sound, too, 
back here — the muted пий of the seas 
past the Atlantic's hull plates. 

Amberley reached out a hand and 
Ч it gently on the shaft. 

‘Quite harmless, actually. Care wo try 
for yourself?" 

"Damn you, stop that nomene and 
take me to this radium locker of yours, 
wherever it is” "There was an approach 
ша panic in the wonts. 

‘The Chief Purser turned and faced 
the man in the lunatic rubber mask. 
"Surely." he said gently. 
didn't honestly believe 
radium aboard this ship.” Behind his 
frightening calm he felt, himself, close 
to panic. Everything, cverything de 


pended! upon how well he carried off the 
next few seconds, and he felt his shirt 
îng to him. coldly 
“We're locked in here, you know 
The watertight door can only be 
opened from Ше engine compartment." 

A curious, whimpering noise came 
from behind the ape mask, and King 
Kong clutched the attaché case dose to 
his chest. 

“бо ahead," Amberley sid, his voice 
a rasping croak. “But it won't be very 
pleasant in here. It won't even be 
quick.” He leaned back against the tin: 
nel wall, feeling the cold lance through 
his uniforin cont, and rened his hand 
on a thickly insulated switch. “This is 
probably the strongest section of the 
Мир, you see: has to be, because you 
don't want your propeller shaft taking 
any strains, and you'd want to keep it 
Turing even in the worst emergenty, 
So йз quite, quite watertight..." 

"Shut up, damn you! Shut арт" 

"So that even it we go down with 
her, we shan't be drowned.” Amberley 
continued, his smile ghastly, “We will 
simply strangle after, 1 should es 
four or five hours on the bottom, know- 
ing there was no posible hope. We 
should get то know one another quite 
vell belore we 

The man in the mask was staring 
down with terrible fixity at the attaché 
case he held against his chest, and from 
behind the ape's obscene features came 
a stream of profanity, soft and utterly 
chilling in йв hatred. 

“Or perhaps we'll be lucky." Amber: 
ley was inexorable. "We're not too far 
from Ше after baggage hold, and per 
haps one of your bombs will help us 
во very quickly.” 

Beside the rwo men on the walkway. 
the great inboard shaft spun with an 
eerie, terrible «Өсістеу whieh suggested 
that somehow, long after the Atlantic 
Һай started its last, awesome glide to 
wards the bottom, it would still be re- 
volving; revolving until the buge, б) 
hull crashed silently against the ocean 
floor and the massive propeller blades 
bit into the muck of eons and were 
finally stopped. Or until the ship 
plunged her thin plates into some um 
fathome deep where the pressures. of 
counties millions of rons of water 
would suddenly crumple her like a 
paper toy in a child's fist, Amberley 
drove the image from his mind. 

"Unless you hand me that case, 1 shull 
pow turn out the lights," he said tone- 
lesly, "After that, and regardless of the 
Run 1 see bulging your jacket, 1 am 
Coming after you. Т am a larger man 
than you, and doubtless in che scuffle 
опе or the other of us will trigger your 
bombs. 1 don't think you will want that 
to happen. 1 don't think you will want 

(concluded оп poge 68) 


DO МІСЕ 
ARTISTIC 
GIRLS? 


a pointed question is asked and 
answered, to the satisfaction of 
all concerned 

мү FRIEND том traveled down а curious 


detour of the normal instincts. He be- 
Jieved thar the great boon of love — the 


hallooi 
what he called а 


‘would turn out to 
эз that her breasts 
and rosy, her ample belly 
starred with a biblical navel that winked 
only for him, анд her heart surpassingly 
willing to help a shy lad find all the 
earthly delights, And that's all be knew. 

Tt is obvious that Tom was a very sen- 
sitive, thoughtful, and troubled young 
is efforts to find this girl were 
ded by immediate success: the 


“1 know a place — lets go." 
White-lipped and determined, old 
Tom avoided my eyes, found the girl's 


fiction BY HERBERT GOLD 
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coat, patted his wallet reassuringly, and 
took ber arm with the grimness of a 
crusader storming an infidel city. Since 
Те was a dever and learned graduate 
student, itching with excellent man- 
ners despite his stern passions, this first 
breach in the wall of sociabili 
always made with considerable skill. 
"The girl was fattered. She was rendered 
curious. She didn’t necessarily have her 
mind on the coce at all. They put the 
behind them. 

Peen: an our oF ю Inter, they vould 
very likely return, Tom тый and dis 
comolate, his glsses logged, while the 
girl flashed acros her pretty face that 
girlish signal of indignation and tri 
umph. Why really, all she bad wanted 
was to discuss Ravel and/or Braquel 
And a quiet cup of coffee with maybe 
a little cookie! 

“Hi, Don,” he would pitifully say to 
me, 

"In ton much of a hurry again?" 

"Do you think that was i” 

"тез попе of my business, pal. But 
they don't like to think you got only 
that one little thing on your 

‘And he shook his head because 
hard for an honest young paranoid in a 
world of hypocrisy and pretense. Besides, 
it was a big little thing to him. The rest 
of the party passed with Tom's retreated 
вате brooding abstractly on virtue and 
sin, the soul and the flesh, and whether 
a glass of wine would pick him up 
enough for a violent new try at climbing 
the great wall — that Sharon, that Toni, 
that little Patrice with the ballet slippers 
over there. 

Every clever young urban male carrics 
the weight of obsessions and phobias, his 
psychic tic and bis gaucheries of lear: 
ing about the signifan presence of 
other 
and the calming of age settle upon 
he tums these lonely troubled years 
to nostalgic memory. How ardent we 
were in our egotism! How bright and 
pathetic! Aware of my own several needs, 
1 was perhaps more tolerant of ‘Tom's 
use of me in 1946 than I would be 
today. With his graceful Park Avenue 

nners, his wealth and "family," the 

mer home and the winter apartment, 
together with his terrierdike worrying 
of dmtellert, he gave me something 1 
needed. 1 was green out of the hills of 
Cleveland. We became "companions" in 
the original meaning of the word: we 
broke bread together almost every day 
Pumpernickel, of course. 

What were you reading, Don?" 

“Whitehead on science, Tawney on 
Protestantism. Al Capp on байс Hawk- 
ins Day. 


you notice how (hat Nancy 
Fredericks came to Logic and the Sci 
entific Method with teethmarks on her 
collarbone?” 


ies bur don't you think about it, 
Tom. She's going steady with a teaching 
ello 

Our conversations began with phi 

y and ended with love, began 
sometimes, for sweet variety, began with 
politics in order to end with love. Tom 
believed that, ав а Jongbaired although 
темеш poet, 1 was bre to an erotic 
ease and knowledge forbidden im his 
own childhood. While this seemed to 
me a considerable exaggeration, and 1 
always denied it, my denials must have 
glitered with a brilliant and el 
lack of conviction. "I was no Catanova 
in high school,” 1 insisted. "Sure, 1 had. 
a few good long talks, but she usually 
rang the bell on me before we got to 
the end of the subject” 

He never believed me; 1 did not want 
to believe myself; it was good to talk 

АВ Tom after one of my own hot and 
mussed contacts with a Barnard woodcut 
girl or the off Broadway friend of a 
Juilliard friend. 

"I had to tum my head when we 
passed a burlesque show,” he said, sor- 
Towing over his childhood. 

"Terrible, awful, narrow minded,” 1 
seid. "1 coukl bring Spicy Detective into 
the house. Listen, you could pick up 
some nice sadism thet way.” 

“Му parents made me leave the room 
when they talked about anything.” 

"Bourgeois." 1 said. "My parents didn't 
bother talking.” 

“I don't think it was any fun for 
Mother. I'm sure of it. My father stayed 
sober most of the day, but she couldn't 
stand his smell after dinner.” 

"This one 1 bad to think over. "Well." 
1 admitted judiciously, “I'm not sure 
how much Mother enjoyed it, but —" 

“O Тт sure she must have, Don! 
Look at how free you aret". (Naturally 
1 found Tom a magnificent judge of 
men.) “Modem poets don't separate the 
body and soul the way 1 do." 

Convinced despite Eliot and Auden, 
despite so much wild play of шеш 
and physics, I examined him for visible 
evidence of the Manichean division be 
tween dark and light on his graduate 
student's mug: fierce and ardent shaw 
ing, complete with litüc pink nicks: 
protuberant eyeballs that seemed, in 
certain lights, imperfectly oval: a lean, 
intellectual, Yankee head; Hamlet with 
ornrims, Ulysses packing his mama 
along with him. Ivan Karamazov with 
no brothers or Holy Russia wo blame. 
Yes, perhaps he bad diffculty tying the 
balloon of his soul to his body's Little 
finger. 

No, he was no different from me. 


Inevitably we discovered Sylvia. She 
was по longer a student; she twisted 
silver and copper into Indian, African, 


Mexican. and other dream-symbol shapes 
for a jewelry shop өп Eighth Seet. 
They were signed and sold under the 
name of the man who rented the store, 
but Sylvia earned enough to outfit her. 
self in sandals with every variety of 
strap the esthetic girl could want, a fine 
assortment of ribbons for her ponytail, 
and a cash balance for buying the Blake, 
Unamuno and Soviet folk songs by the 
Piatniuki chorus which were still de 
rigueur in the Village of that faraway 
epoch. 

"Caution, patience," I counseled Tom 
from the heights al my insight. "Take. 
ber to the Stanley maybe, tell ber about 
your thesis, show her you really care. 

“And I dol" he suid. And he did. 

My own concern with how he made 
out was deepened by а warm sense of 
benevolence and selfascrifice. She had 
the Jook of tallness іп her chin-iftcd, 
prideful way of moving: she wore a 
strong, straight, sensual rose with genu- 
ine nostrils; her cheeks were healthy 
With sport on the Village greens (Wash: 
ington Square, Sheridan Square, and 
with а variecy of squares); her body was 
sleek, firm, and sure of itsell. 1 had seen 
her first, but his need was greater than 
mine. One day she wore a black turde- 
neck sweater — earlier, by an oversight, 
she had somehow neglected this facet 
of her character and on that day 1 
decided that, ло, my need was greater 
than his 

But by that time it was too late, Tom 
and Sylvia were careening down the 
чай of courtship, almost out of my 
sight by now. “Have а good time last 
night, Tomi" 1 asked him. 

“I got to get me some sleep. 

"Which means” 1 comme 
surly and jealous sarcasm, “ 
don’t want to talk to me row. 

“Not now. Later maybe. I'm tired.” 

“Nice going” 

Rut then, by the thin look of pain 
which flapped across his face, narrowed 
by scruple and doubt, frayed by the 
spirit and the mind, devoured, 1 knew 
that this proud Sylvia was по more easy 
for Тога than he would be easy for а 
girl. "Маш, oh man,” he said, "tall talk 
talk, She never stops" 

1 shook my head sympathetically. 1c 
was the occupational disease of those 
with little occupation, "She probably 
admires your mind." 1 noted sympa 
thetically. "You know how it is. Those 
people she meets in the art jewelry 
төсі never went pest their B-A., if that 
far. Try keeping quiet, why don't your" 

“1 до he complained, “you already 
told me about that technique. But then 
she asks me some question and 1 get 
started. Last night it was Plotinus. Not 
my fault, Dont She asked me, and pretty 
soon it was too late, Í was tracing Neo 

(continued on poge 44) 
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“Why, Mr. Brookfield, 1 thought you said 
you didn't care for blondes." 
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FIVE CARD 
POKER 
AND THE 


HELL 
WITH IT 


opinion BY MAX SHULMAN 


the stud and draw boys are branded as 
jerks by а celebrated humorist turned critic 


Тик. ans MANY POKER PLAYERS in this 
country who refuse tu play anything but 
five card stud and draw. There ін a very 
good reason why they refuse to play any- 
thing but five card stud and draw. 

The reason is this: they're stupid. 

That's what I said — stupid. The «ud 
and draw players, of course, will explain 
it another way. They will declare. in 
noble and ringing tonca, that they are 
purists. They will tell you it is their 
lofty purpose to keep the fine old game 
of poker unsullicd and undefiled. They 
will say that only stud and draw can 
properly be called poker and everything 
else is an abomination. 

This. gentlemen, is the verist crap. 
‘The poker purists, 1 repeat, are dumb — 
and that is why they're purists. They 
have somehow managed to learn stud and 
raw, but that's as far as they go. The 
new variations uf poker — which require 
extra intelligence, better judgment and 
more poker узу = are simply beyond 
their meager powers of application. 

Im not talking about spitin-theocesn 
ог baseball or other such divertisements 
for women and children. I'm talking 
hhonesttoged poker games, by which T 
mean no wild cards and no free cards, 

Take, for example, my favorite game 
— Tig Squeeze. This is я form of high- 
low split (and don't let anybody kid you, 
high-low is pure poker and nothing but 
poker). In Big Squeeze you sre dealt 
one card down, the next four up, and a 


sixth card down. Then you have an 
option of discarding one card and draw- 
ing а new one. И you discard a down 
carê, you are dealt a down card, If you 
discard an up card, you are dealt an up 
card. If you like, you can sit pat— not 
discanling and not drawing. 

Here, I submit, is a real test of poker 
sense. For instance, what if you hold 
Xing, queen, six and five of hearts in your 
hand and alo а deuce and trey of 
spades: will you discard a spade and 
draw for a heart flush? Or is it wiser іш 
discard the king and draw for a low 
hand? 

What if you have two pair In your 
hand — treys and fours? You also have a 
five and a deuce. По you draw for a full 
house? Or do you break your two pair 
and draw fer low? 

As you sec, there is a whole new di- 
mension in poker here—a whole new 
set of permutations to figure — a whole 
new complex: of opportunities for the 
bluft and the power play. It makes for 
a tough game and an exciting one, and 
the pots mount up beyond your wildest 
dreams of avarice, 

So don't ler ignorance pass for virtue. 
When a man plays auction bridge in 
stead of contract, when he plays knock 
rummy instead of gin, you" o fi 
ture he's a little slow in the cranium. So 
it is with stud and draw players, 

‘They're not purists, They're dopes. 
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MAXIMS OF MAIZE 


into Ш temper is the menu item in 
restaurants which indicates the price of 
corn рег portion. Now, there happens 
to be no such thing as п portion of corn. 
You eat it by the mountain. Often you 
make an entire meal of it You gnaw 
away 1шррйу, without counting, until 
there's no more Үс 

"The scientific word for roasting ears, 
soceharate, denotes the sweetness which 
is the very elixir of the corn kernel. 
105 an evanescent, soft kind of sweet 
which may be ewily юч. Nor- 
ly. corn is filled with its greatest 
T content when its om the walk. 
After it's shucked. the sugar begins turn- 
ing into ward. In one day's time, 
during hot weather, a» much as three 
fourths of the sugar may be converted 
a starch, This is the reason why 
com comnoineurs never cease 10 wam 
that the only respectable corn 
which is rushed directly from th 
to the fire. The logical answer, of course, 
is simply to move your kitchen stove 
10 the corn patch and begin operations, 
a suggestion not likely to carry much 
weight with city gourmands. 

“There's a way. however, of slowing 
down the galloping suyartostarch race. 
Simply keep your corn cold from the 
moment irs shucked, if possible, until 
cooking time, and the rate of conversion 
will be slowed up immensely. И you 
see a big heap of corn piled layer upon 
layer on а vegetable stall under the hot 
sun. the chances are that oxidation hay 
done its dirty work, and that even 
though the corn is fresh, its favor is 
mot. To aid you in this respect, some 
supermarkets now buy fresh corn picked 
during the night under floodlights when 
heat won't damage it. The corn is then 


quickly hauled im refrigerated trucks 
into city markets in time for the store's 
opening, 

"Ten years agp, any person who ate off 


season corn shipped north from south 
ern мінеу was rightly marked as unhip. 
This past winter, however, Florida grow 
‘cultivating new pale yellow hybrid 
corns especially adapted for che South 
and employing strict methods of tem 
perature control, were able to ship corn 
which arrived two or three days later 
in the New York market with an in 
credibly small loss in sweetness and 
tenderness 

In Nicaragua, natives ear m variety 
of immature cam so tender that cob 
and all ore chopped and thrown into 
he cooking pot. Actually the best tast- 
ng cornanthecob should be neither 
ioo young nor too old. Immature corn 
showing baby teeth all over will lack 
flavor and texture. Corn that's too тіре, 
оп the other hand, with dulllooking 


{continued from page 29) 


grains that пау be slightly shriveled or 
deed. should be avoided. There may 
be a few small kernels at the narrow end 
of the cob, but the remainder should be 
deep and plump with no space between 

in John Smith. alter his 


taught by the Indians how to test core. 
and the same method is still quite accu- 
тис. Merely pull back the husk and 
press а kernel or two with a finger nail. 
I the grains burst easily and squirt 
milk, they're fine. Ш the kernels are rul» 
bery, slow to break amd barely oozing 
liquis, the corn is tough and tasteless 
A fellow who wants to be dry behind 
his corn ears should know just a few 
more facts about selecting com. The 
husks of fresh com should be deep moist 
green and should hug the cob like a skin 
tight drem, There should be а fresh, 
grimy масі to the husks, The silk pro- 
ruding from the husk should be dark 
brown, rather dry and crinkly. Don't 
ever buy corn thats already huiked and 
covered with gleaming cellophane. The 
husk guards the син 
shouldn't be removed until cooking time. 
M.cs at outdoor barbecues these days 
soon learn that charcoal broiled corm-ou- 
theo has become one of the brightest. 
spots on the al fresco circuit. The pro 
cedure is siraple. Pull down the edge 
of the husk and remove the silk. Tear 
as much silk off by hand as posible. 
Remove the balance with a small scrub 
brush or vegetable brush. Then put the 
husk back in place and put the ears on 
the grill. IC the fire is very fere and 
you want to retard the first brush of 
heat, you can dip the corn in cold water 
for a few minutes The coals should 
show a steady glow of heat and shouldn't 
be smoking. Turn the corn as the outer 
husk becomes black. Four or five turm- 
ings шау be necessary, and usually about. 
10 minutes cooking time is required. 
Use heavy paper toweling or povholders 
ог tongs 10 remove the hot husk, An 
‘experienced cornon-the-cob chef can do 
it barehamled, using swift, short strokes. 
I the coals have all turned completely 
to white ash, you can cook the corn by 
burying it right іп the ashes for 10 
minutes, turning it once during cooking 
Coron-tbecob may also be charcoal 
broiled with aluminum foil paper. Re- 
moore husks and silk. Wrap the corn in. 
aluminum paper, folding the ends to 
cover the corn completely, Corn handled 
in this manner will take a longer cook- 
ing time and will miss some of the 
charred flavor which open-air cooks love. 
There's a certain amount of tradi 
tional baloney in connection with simple 
boiled сага which should now be cited. 
You'll be told by one authority to add 


salt, while another shaman will tell 
you that salt toughens the corn. Even 
‘Thoreau, a distinguished comon-ttecob 
enthusiast, mistakenly believed that salt 
made a diference in boiling corn. Actu- 
ally, such an infinitesimal part of the 
salt penetrates the corn that the favor 
isn’t affected one way ог the other. The 
same goes for sugar. И corn lacks its 
maturaj sweetness, adding sugar to the 
pot will have negligible effect. 

Add nothing whatever to the boiling 
water. Use u pot big enough for the 
corn to fit comfortably imo it. For out 
deor crowds, a washboiler is the right 
vessel, Bring the cold water to a boil 
Add the corn. When the water comes to 
š second boil, allow five minutes cooking 
пе. If the com isn't tender in this 
it will never be tender, Like 
other delicate foods, corn is spoiled by 
Əvercooking, 

Roasting ears so called, are seldom 
literally roasted. At outdoor corn roasts 
the cars are often laid on а metal plate 
over the fire, then covered with a wet 
burlap sack and cooked until tender. 
This is actually а steaming process in 
which сот cooks in its own juice. 
You сап roast fresh com by placing 
unhusked in a hot oven for about a 
Бай бош, although the oven heat may 
berome objectionable in small apart- 


There arc zealots who would never 
dreara of removing the corn from a cob 
aspi with their teeth. Other corn 
partisans bave been imaginative enough 
to cut com of the cob with a sharp 
knife for gourmet soups, casseroles and 
fritters, Mere are four ғілүшау offthe- 
coh recipes, 1957 models of informal 
sophisticated cating. ТЇ fresh corn isn't 
available for these recipes, you may use 
in йз place vacuum packed whole kernel 


conx Vicitviscist sour 
(4 serving) 

The smoothest and most satisfying of 
old summer soups i here welcomed 
into the corn belt. To remove raw carn 
pulp from the cob, cut each row of corn 
оп the cob through the center of the 
kernels, splitting them in half. Then 


using the back of the knife, scrape until 
the pulp ooms ош. 

2 tablespoons butter 

1 medium size onion, sliced 


2 decks, white part only, sliced 

1 cup raw com pulp 

144 cups sliced raw potatoes 

2 cups water 

2 chicken bouillon cubes 

¥ cup milk 

3⁄4 cup light cream 

Salt, white pepper 

2 teaspoons minced chives or scallions 
(continued on page 70) 


miss august imparts 
new meaning to the 
love thy neighbor bit 


THE 
GIRL 
NEXT 
DOOR 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY PETER COWLAND 


иси HAS BEEN хаш and written 
M “мош авс, "giri nextedoor" 
quality of rLAvmov's Playmates, 
even in literate journals like 
The Notion and the Saturday Re- 
wiew, und we've done а goodly 
hit of the saying ourselves. 

Lately, though, we've been won- 

ing il the lot of us haven't been 
guilty of sloppy thinking in this 
urea. For every girl (unless she's а 
hermit, and ме don't know many 
of those) lives next door to some- 
опе; and, іп this sense, every girl 
is a girlbnexcdoor, Take Dolores 
Donlon, our August Playniate, for 
instance, This lithe, long-limbed, 
languurous, luscious blonde drives 
а snow-white T-bird and а baby. 
blue Cad and lives in a two-story 
Spanish-style house with a swim 
ming pool and 20 rooms (eight of 
them bedrooms). 

But docs all this make her any 
less of a girl-next-door? Not if you 
happen to live next door to her 
in Beverly Hills, California, it 
doesn't — and we know a couple 
of lucky lads who do. 
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


The none too bright young fellow had 
Tien dating the same girl for more than 
a year and one evening the girl's father 
confronted him and wanted to know 
whether the Таб» intentions towards his 
daughter were honorable or dishonor 
ble. 

"Geg," said the young man, swallowing 
hard, “I didn't know 1 had а choice! 


PEN 
6 


O ur tireless Research Department, after 
Бокс от 
косы che me 

Doe Kurus Ecos EHE 


Анс gunning his мелос be vong 
Way down a taveway suce, the rather 
Inebriated young man was asked where 
Pe dong he бы going Dy xn inquis 
tive polle ollas. 

“үп nor really sue.” conícecd the 
drunk. “but where? jt i 1 must bc 
ме Beemer any какшы 
ing back already." 


© 


We just каги that one of the show 
Is (rom the Latin Quarter disappeared 
hee recipe 


Everyone in the snart à 
amazed һу the old gentlen 
pushing 70, tossing off M. 
tavorting around the d; 
Y0yearold. Finally, curiosity got the 
best of the cigarette girl. 
71 beg your pandon, sir,” she 
Yer amarat ш жс a gentleman of 
әке living it up like a youngster 
me, аге all of your faculties unimpaired?” 
“The old fellow looked up at the girl 
sadly and shook his head. “Not all, m 


afraid, 


he said. “Just last evening 1 
with а girlfriend 

діні danced all night and fi 

nally rolled into her place about 2 AM. 

We went to bed immediately and 1 was 

asleep almost as soon as шу head hit the 

pillow. 1 woke around 3:30 and nudged 
irl. “Why. George. she said іп su 


boy sai 
gto fail me. 


mbarrassing." 
you 1 made 
nighe?" 
reflectively, 
bout what time?” 


said the husband, “but 
Jove to in the library last 

His wife looked at hi 
and then 


Ош Unabashed Dicconary defines w 
Vader 25 x шап whe Ras Ho children, 
fo aei ol 


Алун гіс, sic 
ive bellhop, trying h 
Шіу and gentleman confortable in 

house suite in the posh hotel. 
шон Мо, thank Pm replied. the 
gentleman, 


asked the atten: 
best to make the 
their 


for your wife, sir” the 
met 

Ус Young тап," зам! the gen- 
шш You wing me a ром 


А tiend of ours теретін that during а 
recent drive down o Mini Beach he 
potted a sign near а real симе develop 
"cnt that tend” ce tors winta YOU'RE 
youre 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, тлу вох, 
232 Е. Ohio SL, Chicago 11, Il., and 
carn an easy ive dollars Jor each joke 
used, In case of duplicates, payment goes 
to first received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“Y-your wife? And all the while I thought it was TV!" 


accessories 


жə 
THE WATCH WORD : 


д-до 


correct timing for dress and sport 


TIME, GENTLEMEN, is definitely of the essence. А smart, functional, accurate timepiece adds the correct finishing touch to 
your garb, tells you when to expect a full moon, gets you out of the sack in time for your brunch date at Chambord—all 
during the course of 432,000 ticks and tocks а day. LEFT: eminently geared for ot-thetown wear, the array in- 
cludes a magnificent pocket watch designed by Cartier, Flat as a roulette chip, it's 18-kt. yellow gold with a fine Swiss 
movement; you'll wear it anchored to an evening waistcoat with а handsome chain; $580 for the watch; $58 for the 
chain © An after-dark accessory that keeps а suave grip on your folding cash, the 17-jewel Swiss watch set in a money 
clip of deeply scored 14-Kt, gold is a Tourneau creation: you'll have to ресі 5118 off the old money clip in order to pay 
for the new one 9 Hamilton bas pioneered the only portable timepiece in existence powered by a tiny energizer, по 
bigger than a button, that runs it for more than a year. The Hamilton Van Horn is 14-kt. gold, with black dial and sweep- 
second hand, is shock resistant, anti-magnetic and Martini-proof; $175 ® The LeCoultre self-winding alarm watch will 
remind you of important engagements in a persuasive yet confidential tone; simple to set, the alarm dial revolves cfort- 
easly in the center of the watch face; $95 € Conquest Sweep is Longines’ special tag for their 14-kt. gold automatic 
watch in an ultra-thin waterproof case. The dial is luminous and the strap is blond-tone hide; as in all fine Swiss watches, 
a jeweled lever carefully controls the mainspring’s action; 5195 e Hardly thicker than its black suede strap, the Tourneau 
watch boasts an unusual segmented dial that makes it a smart-money choice for dress-up occasions; in stainless steel, 
$98; in 14-k gold, 8175 © The Omega Seamaster is equally right for landlubbers engaged in non-nabtical pursuitsi 
this model is automatic, 17 jewels, in stainless steel; $95 9 The cocktail hour begins whenever you say with Haw- 
thorne's good-looking five o'clock watch; the repetitive Roman numerals arc gold-ciched; the band is suede; 538,50, 


ABOVE, for daytime excursions on land or sea: (1 to r) the Seafarer, а multi-purpose chronograph especially designed for 
Yachtsmen, hunters and fishermen, Its yacht race dial gives five-minute intervals for starting races; lunar dial shows daily 
high and low tides and positions of the moon; Swiss made for Abercrombie & Fitch; stainless steel, water resistant case, 
$99.50 е Tourneau’s calendar chronograph is a compact marvel of Swiss ingenuity, sports four special dials countersunk 
In the (ace: besides ticking off the solar day (any old tire, that is), it gives you the date, month and year, the phases of 
the moon and is equipped with a stop-watch mechanism; the strap is cobra skin; 17-jewel movement in stainless жесі, 
395; іп 14-8. gold, $175 @ A rotatable outer rim makes the Tissot Around-the-World ideal for the air traveler or 
business exec who phones frequently to distant countries. Major cities in cach time zone аге included on the face, which 
evolves to indicate corresponding time around the globe: a wee window on the dial gives you the date; self-winding; 
375 € The Movado Sub-Sea automatic is designed with the skindiver in mind: guaranteed waterproof at 100 fect 
below the surface; dial markers show up clearly in even the murkiest of depths: 17 jewels; alligator strap; stainless steel 
case; $99.50 ® The waterproof wrist alarm by Tourneau is powered with a non-breakable mainspring, sports numerals 
that glow in the dark, sweep second hand, and shows (beside the 9) а green spot when alarm is set, a red one when it's 
off; in stainless steel, 875 ® Abercrombie & Fitch's Auto-Graph includes a unit counter that can be used to tote up 
your golf strokes, or compute miles per gallon; sports car bugs will use its outer rim to check absolute miles per hou 
its stop watch is а boon at all sporting events; $85. Federal tax of 10% is included in the prices of all watches shown. 43 
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ARTISTIC GIRLS 


Platonism from the beginning down to 
е, and then it was just too damn late." 

And the wrong kind of mood.” 

в he suspected, I could по longer 
help him, When it came to women in 
general, L was perfectly content to set 
myself np аз an authority: but it would 
be hybris, that wild pride which brought. 
the Greek heroes to their doom. to pre- 
tend to understand a specific, sweet and 
salty, high-breasted and wanit-breathing 
Sylvia. A deep medieval philosopher, 
Maimonides, gave this advice to the 
young man tormented by desire: “Drag 
it Into the House of Sturdy.” Tom, poor 
fellow, was now on his own, dragging 
it out of the house of Sylvia after many 
futile hours of travail 

"Do you think she wants to get mar- 
ried?" 1 asked 

Не looked at me as if ! had gone 
mad. “Sylvia? A true artis? With her 
career before hee?" And then he sank 
desolitely into my single overstuffed 
Чай, "Cod" he said, 71 think maybe 
you're right” 

My onlie begetter of clarity in logic 
had become confused. “You need а rest, 
ld him. “Here, have a vitamin. 
pill — my mother sent them to me.” 

“Thanks, why are they so brown?” 

“Fell behind the radiator last Septem- 
ber, 1 thought it was fram the mice and 
1 set s trap. but then I started to smell 
the niacin ard ascorbic acid when tbe 
heat came on. Maybe that's all you 
need — vitamins.” 

Не gazed upon me with sublime pity 
for my vanished diaracter. His mournful 
ware, those eyes bulging imperfectly and. 


blue, meant several things: You used іе 
be a true friend, you used to sym- 
pathize, now you're just making fun. 
AIL right, ГЇ show you,” he said. "ҮШ 


show everybody.” 

"Bener just show Sylvia," 1 advised 
him, "and you won't need to worry 
about the rest.” 

Sylvia was no dope. To this day Tam 
mot certain of what she thought she 
wanted from him, but it may merely 

уе been that she was born in Yonkers 
яс age zero and had decided to spend 
her declining years after age 23 in Scary 
dale, Om the way, every dog which 
harked and every boy who howled could 
provide assurance that her charm, her 
Sylvia's charm, was a unique blessing of 
Sylvia's alone — somehow independent of 
arch of foot and curve of throat, smudge 
of eyes, gloss of hair, and long clever line 
of nostris. "And yet art thou still but 
Faustus!" — and yet was Sylvia still but 
a girl 

“I like you very much,” Tom said. 

"Very much," she repeated. “Hmmm. 
Just because 1 know how to solder silver 

rings together? It's а trick, that's ай” 

You have beautiful eyes, So deep. 


(continued from page 28) 


“Because thar photographer on Grove 
Street wanted to take my picture for the 
Maybelline people? 1 suppose he tells 
every girl the same story.” 

“Vou are really very talented. Your 
work has genuine distinction — authority 
—you know, that vital 

п the original, imaginative per- 
sonality — yes, creative. Why don't you 
рау attention?” 

She yawned. She was hungry. she was 
sleepy, she was Sylvia. She wanted 2 
bite to pick her ыр. And out he trotted 
by her side іп order to have jus a 1i 
sandwich, plus a glas of something and 
a belting by the three-hour floorshaw at 
Cale Society Downtown that somehow 
needed to go with it 

Sylvia led Tom a merry chase through 
the suburbs of соупев and the sub- 
divisions of teasery: she said yes. she said 
tno, she ssid maybe: she insisted on an 
evening in a crowd just when private 
succes seemed in sight. She maneuvered 
him into discussing Wilhelm Reich in a 
drugstore booth when be bad his mind 
set on a large noisy party to start things 
of, But somehow, unlike the other girls, 
she was never deeply insulted by his 
obdurate, deprived insistence. “That's 
abselurely all you want from me.” she 
pouted. 

“Not all" he sed ghumly, precisely. 
“But all 1 can think of now.” 

And her peal of denying laughter 
rang out. And somchow her go-away- 
closer game — "Step right up and starve 
near wel” — never destroyed die grealy 

la battle of this sensitive young 


them: they really liked each other. If 
Tom had known what tendernes is, he 
would have felt it for this clanking girl 
with her slave bracelets, her Airing 
nostrils, and her gandily madewp eyes 
Sylvia enjoyed talking with the skinny, 
imense scholar with bis undying affec- 
tion — somehow she knew how to keep 
it undying. at Кам temporarily. She 
even began an educational project on. 
his pale, wizened, concentrated, turni 
shaped soul. She conducted him towan! 
lawter, frotily at Brat, with the тістем 
green shoot of hee and haw, ñnally 
employing part of his chest and the 
upper regions of his belly. He noted in 
his journal am improved peristalsis Ас 
the same tine, Tom succeeded in making 
Sylvia realize that the universe of Cul- 
ture extends рам the Шау rectangle 
hounded by Jean Cocteau movies, bop, 
African masks, and whupped copper. 

‘Surrealism is dead,” he argued. "Free 
verse doesn't mean a thing, Sylvia. How 
сап you have an art which isn't based on 
the tradition?" 

"Take of your shoes when you talk," 
she ordered him. “How can you explain 


things to me under all that leather 

They were getting what they were 
needing without knowing that this tou 
was what they wanted. 

In order to survive his combat with 
а mest wily adversary, Tom bad to learn 
o adopt her tactic. As it became more 
of a play, a joyous combat, he began to 
come closer to winning the game, Per. 
hapa Sylvia, a healthy young creature, 
did not mind his winning. so long as 
he could not predict her, clasily her, 
understand her. She fought amiably and 
like а tigress for her girlish quiddity: 
Who ш Sylvia? What is shet 

‘One afternoon Tom asked me to go 
to a record shop with him. We hud been 
seeing less of each other lately — my 
attempt to Indian give Sylvia had altered 
‘our friendship — and м 1 was pleased 
to attempt а return toward our old ease 
with each other. Later, as we discuss d 
the music, I realized that he was not 
indulging his oven taste at all. He turned 
out to be weighting down his record 
changer with a work of highly derivative 
composition — Tom's Fint Symphony in 
Erotic Minor. made up of a snippet of 
Berlioz. a patch of Wagner, and then 
Ravel's Bolero all the way to the bitter 
спа. Не had worked out a theory about 
blood presure and how nobody could 
resist it 

Having put this concoction on the 
machine, he planned to charge up his 
tolice table with wine, oysters. cigarettes, 

tamales, and then to settle down 
with Sylvia in a determined ейп to 
avoid talking about Lessing's Lacón. 
Apart from suggesting the interpolation 
of a Schubert song to lighten their 
digestion between oysters and tamales, 
1 offered no judgments. 

"What do you think, Don?” 

“Ме? Fm going to read the Lnoroón." 

PAm Га head?” 

“Not if you lend me the Everyman 
edion, Save me going to the library 
"Ton. 

The desperate amd fatal encounter 
was for duit evening, It was Washing: 
хоп, Birthday. Tom promised to tcle- 
phone ше the next day. 

1 wen to study, not ex- 
pecting his call, which came, however, in 
the middle of the night. "Listen, Don," 
— Tom's voire hoarse and bewildered. 


1 waked а moment, Curious I was, 
but aho irritably sleepy. “Tom, you drag 
me from bed, ОК, but now why don't 
you say somethin, 

“1 thought Sylvia was coming out of 
the shower 


ations!” 1 shouted inte the 
telephone. “That's great! 

“Thanks” 

“What's the matter? You sound all 
(concluded on page 67) 


a title bout in ten rounds 
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even ditched that bloodsoaked raft. It 
was gone with the sharks it had lured 
to their deaths 

‘And the captain had even changed 
the set. We were anchored in the most 
beautiful little cove you ever saw, im 
the lee of a tiny atoll Ше you read 
about in the South Pacific. And “paci- 
fi" was the right word for it. Most 
peaceful spot you ever saw. The water 
was smooth as Nasau Scotch. Not a 
ripple. And we were so close to the 
beach you could have thrown a stone 
ashore. But nobody would have thrown. 
а stone at that island. You would have 
4 of disturbing its serenity, 
other Bimini, they said. Bi 
mini's lide sister, No human hand had 
ever changed her natural loveliness 
What a place to rest and have а quiet 
drink after the ordeal of the afternoon, 
1 thought. 

"We sat around the deck table as 
peaceful and relaxed as Wooly and Ben. 
оп their little yacht іп the lee of the 
wreck. What a life, 1 thought. A few 
drinks later the conversation swung 
around to sharks. Would tey really 
attack an unwounded swimming man? 
‘That was mill an unsettled question 
with the experts. 

"The natives say they will," Ernest 
said 

7I wouldn't like to prove it.” 
Gibbons mid. 

“Neither would 1,7 the captain said. 

"Why not?” I said. 

Alter all. 1 had read a lot of stuff on 
both sides of the question. And 1 had 
seen natives fight them with knives. But 
the shark, I had noticed, never ar. 
tacked the шап first. Seemed afraid of 
him. 

“Sharks are cowards" 1 said. “They 
ill run from a live man in tbe water 
AIL you've got to do is splash a little 
to seare them off." 

"Suppose you get tired splashing?” 
Ernest asked. 

“Perhaps.” 1 said, "if you were im 
Ше water long enough and were hurt 
and bleeding, But I wouldn't be afraid. 


Floyd 


Ernest and Gib both knew I was a 
crack swimmer. Tried out for the Olym- 
pic team when | was a kid at the 
Chicago Athlete Club. But | had a 
sort of foreboding that 1 should not 
have made that crack just the same 
Hemingway jumped right down my 
throat. 

"Bet you a hundred you won't swim 
ashore and back right now,” he said. 

Always betting, 1 thought. 1 sized up 
the course. The beach was only 50 yards 
away, Ihe water you could scc was only 
10 feet deep at the boat and that meant 

ıu could probably wade half the dit 
tance. That left only 25 yards to go to 


shallow water if а fin showed ыр. Its in 
the bag. 1 thought. 

“IT take that ben" I said aloud. 

Hemingway ren below and came back 
waving a hundred dollar bill. 

Its yours if you come bark alive,” 
he sid 

He made that crack to scare me, 1 
thought. ITI show him. Then 1 played 
ту trump card. Got the captain to act 
аз lookout on the flying bridge. If he 
зам any fins he was to ring the ships 
bell. Т was more worried about the re- 
turn trip. My dive froun the boat would 
give me a better start than I could 
get from the shore. ‘Told him tn ring 
the bell very fast if he saw any sharks 
between me and the boat on the return 
so 1 would know and go back. It was 
more dangerous in the decp water by 
the boat, 1 thought. 

When the captain gave me the alle 
dear I went up on tbc bridge. The 
higher you arc thé farther you can 
plunge and 1 took a running flat racing 
dive that was a pip. Must have taken 
mc almost halfway home. Went into а 
fax beat crawl and in a few seconds my 
lect hit bottom. The rest of the way 
was a cinch, When уоп are sanding 
up you don't scare easy. Besides, sharks 
don’t like shallow water, I thought 

1 walked up on the hot sand and 
waved to my audience. They were all 
top side to get a better view. I wasn't 
it scared. But, better get back now 
while the goings gond, 1 thought. So 
1 wok а few deep breaths and waded 
back into the water. I derided ш wade 
out as far as 1 could and then, if every- 
thing was clear. tear for the ladder. If 
1 got the bell 1 could rush back to 
shore. 

I was about up to my armpits in the 
warm water when I saw something that 
sent the cold chills racing up my spine. 
Tt was а long dark shadow circling 
slowly around тне. Wowl 

"Tbe rest was pure instinct, 1 didn't 
wait to investigate that shadow. It 
looked 100 familiar. Just ran for shore 
аз fast as 1 could go. And was I plad 
to get out of that water! 1 could feel 
my hean going like a tommy gun, 
Dropped down on the sand in а ар. 
"Talk about your heart being in your 
ow Kept mine closed өз it 
wouldn't drop out on the sand. 

Ard then 1 happened to sce the raft 
1 mean the raft we had used in the 
shark hunt. They had cut it loose and 
ditched it on the sand. The sight of 
that bloody raft chilled me as much as 
that shadow im Ше water ке. 
minded me of the way these сай 
went for cach other. Suppose they did 
қо for live men? 

Better yell for the dinghy, 1 thought 
Whats a hundred dollars to your life? 
Stalling, for time 1 got up and walked 


around. My foot hurt, I looked at it 
and saw it had been scratched on а 
shell or something when 1 had raced 
ashore. It was bleeding a tittle, Holy 
Moses, 1 thought, there goes another 
telegram to the sharks 

1 glanced back at the boat. Hemin, 
way had the tommy gun in his han 
now, He would shoot, I knew, if he 
saw а shark. 1 made up my mind that 
1 would get back on that boat again as 
fast as 1 could, 1 decided not to wade in 
this time, Might see something again. 
Better do like the kids at the beach. Get 
а good start. So 1 got going on the 
beach, ran right on through the shallow 
water ав fast ax 1 could and took a long 
Hat dive. 1 glanced up at the end of 
the plunge and found myself almost 
halfway to the boat It won't be long 
now, I thought, and went into a double- 
beat crawl, 1 didnt look buck. Just 

ту face in the water and swam 
i my life. Didn't look up until my 
head bumped che side of the boat 
Never knew а bump on the head could 
feel so good. Hemingway's strong hands 
grabbed me under the arms and pulled 
me up the ladder. I remembered how 
those sharks jumped right out of the 
water at you зо Î kept kicking out all 
the way up. Once 1 felt a sharp рай 
There goes my leg, I thought. But 1 
had only kicked my ingrown toenail on 
the ladder. 

Next thing I knew 1 was flat on the 
deck and Hemingway маз pouring a 
straight shar down my throat, It spilled 
all over me berause my feet were still 
Kicking sharks away. But that soon 
stopped and it sure felt good to be 
lying there, alive and whol 
wann sunshine. 1 was still shivering 
from that warn water. 

"Then 1 began 10 burn up, What 
did pull me ош of the water, I thought. 
Tc was all his fault that 1 had gone in 
there in the first place. Imagine а friend 
heating you that you wouldn't go into 
shark-infested waters, The more 1 
thought about it the madder 1 got, 

1 strolled over toward hin, май 
disarmingly. and was just about to let 
^ onctwn go when he did somethin 
that almost made mc hit tbe deck again, 
Vaulted right over the тай into the 
water. 1 couldn't believe my eyes. You 
couldn't have got me in there again lor. 
а million dollars On top of that you 
could sce those dricd blood stains оп 
bim melting of im the warm water. 
There go the telegrams, 1 thought, and 
they are not night letters either 

Хай there be was. with all that tuna 
blood оп him lolling around rubbing 
himself as though be were taking а bath 
im his own bathtub. I wasn't sore at 
him now. 1 was scared to death for him. 

“Stare splashing,” 1 yelled. 

(continued on page 50) 
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top model, promising playwright—nice work if you can get it 


THE FACE IS FAMILIAR .......... ay e. amoa 


Above: model Wiggom with ods. Below: ploywright Wig gom ır vou'rr оме of the hundred million or 
fers Roy Newbert, Jr. ord Clordler Cowles ко persons in the US, through 
at least one big-eireulation magazine а 


month, you've almost certai 

а couple of hun. 

50 to 1 you don't 

nel Wiggam. He's 

ay the highest priced. niostin- 
А 


matter — ard he earns 40 bucks an 
for й In fact, his frontof-the 
camera stints are so sought after that, 


42 


Above: “Are my wings on straight?" Wiggom 
gets a sal cf trade mork appandoges cd- 
usted before shooting time. Below: one of с 
hundred pix thot will be token for cient, 
Wings Shirts, Wiggem earms BO buda 
for two hour work, puls a fost dothing 
switch, then scoots of for naxt csignmant- 


‘Wiggam en assignment for Wellochs. With Nim lı foshlan photog Hons Lownds, who put Him inte the big time 


Above: running five minutes behind schedule, 
Wiggom in white tie ond tolls at high noon. 
weit for oxi of midtown Manhotton inter- 
section. His one-workdey-o-week b Бегіс 
series of wardrobe changes, cob trips ond 
quick cigarettes between comero stints. 


th admonition, "Don't вте" 


recently, he appeared decked out in two. 
fercely ‘competitive brands of dinner 
jackets (After Six and Linen) in two ads 
that ran within a couple of puges of 
each other in the same isme of Men's 
Wear magazine. 

Unlike Commander Whitehead, beav 
ered Schweppesman, and Baron Wran- 
gle, the eyepatched cosmopolite whe 
peddics Hathaway shirts, Wiggam doesn’t 
Concentrate on ont product alone, por 
sibly because he doesn't sport the jarring 
characteristic necessary for immediate 
product identifcation. In the same issue 
of any masscirculation magazine, you're 
likely to spot Wiggam hawking every 
thing from PJs for dad at $5.95 to chin 
chilla coms for milady at $40,000, While 
doing it, he may assume the role of hus- 
ding executive. smitten lover, beaming 
bridegroom, tranquil traveler. satisfied 
Scotch sipper or carefree collegiate 
Wiggam, photographers and ad agencies 
have discovered, has the unique knack 
of moving millions of dollars worth of 
merchandise or services by the simple act 
of lounging in front of a camera a lew 
hours cach week. 

‘ar Wiggam, and most everyone che 
associated with the advertising dodge, the 
four seasons of the year are crazy, mixed. 
up deals, Because most magazines work 


months in advance of publication date, 
Christmas usually begins in July, and 
the Fourth of July falls sometime 
December. In the dend of a New Y. 
winter, Wiggam finds himself with a 
modeling assignment for swimsuits (you 
probably saw thc ad last month) that 
means two days location shooting in 
Sarasota, Florida, expenses paid; on the 
doggiest July afternoon, Wiggam sweats 
it ош in a Gotham photo studio swathed 
heavy tweed overcoat, club striped 
muffler and ear rufis and waving 
pennant (watch for the ad next Naven 
ber). Ше must be ready at à day's notice 
to Ер off to Europe, the Caribbean or 
Australia to make a fashion film for a 
Clothing manufacturer. Through it all, 
he manages to look convincing —and 
(concluded on page 66) 


Above: Wiggom polishes о third oct revision for his new play, Prime of Life, tentatively scheduled for on autumn opening on Broadway. 
‘Above righi: budding actress Edna Ree, ene of Wiggers close friends and dates, tokes o Lock at the menvscript inside his Stone Ridge house 


Bock en е modeling euignmart in Manhattan, T-shirted Wiggem kids oround with top femme model Anne St. Merle during o shooting 
sequence for Helena Rubinstein cosmetics. The completed od, with по Kidding involved, wos slated for 10 mow-citculation magazines 49 


PLAYBOY 


so 


HEMINGWAY сонгон page 16) 


"What for?” he said. And he turned 
over on his back and floated as though 
he had never seen a nianeating shark 
іп all his life, 

1 wied ta figure the guy out. 1 knew 
he hadn't jumped overboard because be 
was afraid of me. He's not afraid of 
anybody. But dont tell me he wan't 
afraid of that water. I know he was 
Remember he believed thar sharks will 
attack a man. 1 believed they wouldn't. 
"That meant that he had more guts than 
1 had going into the water, Maybe be 
was just crader. Or maybe he had 
forgotten about the blood on him, 1 
thought 

"Соте out of there.” 1 yelled. 

"Come on in, the waters fne,” he 
said. 

1 don't believe һе wus showing off 
cither. Maybe һе just wanted to check 
on Ше emotions | bad gone throug! 
хо he could write about it some time. 
Ог perhaps his conscience was bothering 
him about what he had done to me and 
he wanted to punish himself for іс 

See what 1 mean? I'm trying to figure. 
him the way he figures other people. 

He had everybody on beard worried 
to death. Gib was yelling at him to stop 
being a fool and the captain маз cop- 
side sweeping the water with his glasses 
You cauli see he was plenty worried. 1 
dimbed up with him and grabbed the 
machine gun. Might as well be ready, 1 
thought. Lucky 1 did. 

When be sew me with the gun he 
threw both hands up in the air in mock 
surrender, Looked like Бе was more 
afraid of me with the gun Шан he was 
of tbe sharks. 50 1 covered him with it. 

“Don't shoot, ГЇ come quietly,” he 
sid. 

And he did come quietly. Swam the 
breast stroke over to the ladder slowly 
and came up й as though he were 
меррің out of а Miami Beach swim 

ij pool. Some nerve, I tried to help 
ind yelled lor him to watch out for 
his legs. Rut he sald something about 
their breaking their teeth on his metal 
kneecap and waved me aside, Di 
Kick өше 

When he was sfe on deck we all 
hreathed coser, АШ except the Іше 
айант. He let out a frightened yell 
nd pointed a shaking finger at the 
water. And, Lam not kidding, my blood 
went cold. Just a few feet off the ladder 
two huge black shadows were bily 
giring the spot Ernest had just Jett, 
The telegrams to Mr. and Mrs. Tiger 
5. Shark had not been delayed. One was 
as big as we had seen all day. The othcr 
was smaller but probably more deadly 
if 1 know females. She surfaced, rolled 
over on her side, and shot а baleful look 
at us that made me jump back from the 


тй. Some evil eye. And TII swear I saw 
her mouth watering. And don't tell me 
sharks have to show their fins above 
water. They do that when they are 
just playful. These two meant business, 
‘Then they must have realised they were 
just too late for dinner and swim oll 
эв quietly as they bad ар) 

Ernest reached into the coin pocket 
of his shorts and handed me a wer 
hundred dollar bill. I saw bim shudder 
and felt his hand shake. "Yon win,” he 
said. 

Winner rake nothing,” E seid. Bot 
1 took the bill. That crack was just that 
book title of his No sense to ít. 

We raced back to Bimini wide open. 
Gib and I were all in. The combination 
of the ocean amd Hemingway was too 
strong for us. That little hotel would 
sure look good, 1 thought 

Jt was around five when we hit Bimini 
and hanging on the end of the jetty 
маз а grim reminder of our afternoon's 
sport. It was what was left of an enor- 
mous tuna that somebody had tried to 
tow in. All that remained now was the 
head and tail on each end of a bare 
spinal column. The sharks bad stripped 
it clean. There but for the grace of God, 
hangs Hemingway and me, І thought 
End quote, 

The reception commitice told Papa 
Pilar was all бс so of course be had 
to go and look her over. We thought 
һе was coming up to the bar with us for 
a refresher, But there is one thing he 
likes better than a bar and that’s a 
boat. He said something in Spanish to 
his Cuban mate and the boy came up 
with а bottle of Cuben rum and some 
lasses, Apparently he had refueled in 
our absence, Ernest mixed some cock- 
шік 

"Have one with ine for the road." һе 


1 wid 


“We're not going anywhere,” Gib 


Wants ш 
see that revolution aver there, Gu: 
же will get some more bull stories soon. 
He never goes anywhere unless he is 
planning to write about it. Floyd asked 
him if he would drop him off at Bar- 
celona. 

“I'm only going as far a» Cuba in the 
bout,” he said. 

‘Only as far as Cuba. 1 thought. That 
was just a little jump of 300 miles from 
where we were, бау а 10 bottle cruise or 
so. And he is starting out just before 
dai in а 35-foot boat as though it were 
across the street, Gib and 1 just looked 
at cach other. The Cuban mate didn't 


The natives didu' seem surprised 
either. They would not have been ser- 
prised at anything Papa did. They were 
‘sed to him too. But you could see they 
were soy to see him go. They stood 
around silently in groups watching him 
pull out. We shook hands with him, 
Wished him hon voyage and walked up 
the je 


ame out of the bar an hour 
later the natives were still there. Staring, 
out to жа. It all made quite a touching 
sight from where we stood. They were 
shading their eyes from the sun while 
over their heads hung the skeleton of 
the tuna, And trained in the scaffold 
eld the tunu you could just see 
Emest's litde boat in the distance; the 
glass in his hand glistening in the 
setting sun Tike liquid gold. Like a scene: 
ош of The Акийан Nights, 1 thought. 

1 said aloud, “There goes Sinbad the 
Sailor.” 

"He's a lot of characters out of his 
own fiction.” Gib said. 

Hemingway was in Spain. we beard, 
before we got back to New York and 
he didn't come back until the revolution 
маз uver. Other Americans who were 
over there tell me they did not see 
much of bim. But they heard about 
him. He was a sort of lone wolf as far 
аз they were concerned. Spent all of his 
nme up in the mountains with the 
Loyalists, living in caves and watching 
the show from a ringside scat. The 
Spaniards who knew him said he could 
drink more ol that awfol homemade 
Spanish brandy than any two men in 
their anny. 

1 ran into him а few years later in 
Minni, He looked thinner and sadder, 
T thought. Said he was just finishing a 
book about his experiences in Spain, 
Ви do you think he would wll you 
anything about it? Not on your life, He 
was going home to Havana und wart 
i, he said. 

"Look like a good bout?” I said. 

"Yes" be said, "Pl win by u knock 
ovt in the eighth chapte 


“Expect а good movie purse later 


"I'm holding out for a quarter of a 
million,” he said. 


1 said. “What's your title?" 
“For Whom the һе said 
“ON” I said. 

“Like it?" he said, 

“мо 1 said. 


“The drinks arc on me,” he said. And 
they were. 

He took me to а little Cuban joint. 
It had sawdust on the flor. He had 
his shoes on and looked uncomforuble. 
Those wes must be itching, Т thought. 


Ribald Classic 


LOVERS ALOFT 


А wry lampoon by the 18th Century English writer, Joseph Addison 


THY унии or King Charles’ rei 
were busy in finding out the ort of бу 

The fumous Bishop Wilkins wis so 
confident of succes. in it, that he says 
does not question but, in the next 
it will be as usual to hear a man 
call for his wings, when he is going өп a 
Journey, ах it Ë now to хай for his boots 
The humour so prevailed among the 
virtuosos of this reign, that they were 
actually making parties to go up to the 
moon together, and were more put to it 
in their thoughts how to meet with at- 
‘ommiedations by the way than how ш 
get thither. Every one knows the story of 
Че great йу who, a the ките time, was 
building castles in Tor their recep- 
Чоп. 1 always leave such trite quotations 
to my readers private recollection. For 
which reason, also, I shall forbear extract 
ош of authors several instances of 
particular perons who have arrived аг 
Some perfection im this art, and ex 
Iibited specimens of it before multitudes 
al hehelders. Instead of this, I shall 
present my render with the following 
Tewer from an artist, who is now taken 
up with this invention, and conceals his 
true name under that of Daedalus, 

Му Dear Sir, 

Knowing that you are a great en 

rager of ingenuity, | think fit to 

и you that I have mide con- 
lc progress in the art of бу 
ing. 1 ийет about my roem two өс 
three hours in a mornings and, when 
my Wings ме on, can go above a 
hundred yards at a hop, step and 
jump. 1 can fly already as well as a 
т 


proficiency in this art. Upon the 
next public duinksgiving-day, it is 
шу єзїн ш sit astride the dragon 
upon Bow steeple, from whence, 


atter the first discharge of the Tower 
guns, Ї intend to moun 
Пу uver Fleet 


wo thc air, 
pitch upon 


7 
James Park, ond ligt 
ground near Rossmond's pond. T 
1 doubt not. will convince the world 


patem tor making of wings, and 


that 
der pain of death, with 
other man's making 
work for the court myself, and will 
have journeyinen under me ro fur- 
nish the rest of the nation. 1 like 
wise desire that 1 may have the ole 
teaching of persons of quality, in 
which 1 shall spare neither timc por 
puins, till T have made them as cx- 
pert as myself. 1 will Ну with the 
women upon my back for the first 
Fortnight. T shall appear at the next 
masquerade, dresed up й 
ers and plumage 
prince, that the qu у 
pretty they will look in their travel. 
Төд habits. You know, Sir, there 
an unaccountable prejudice to pro 
jetan of all kinds: for which rea. 
son. when 1 talk uf practising 10 Ну, 
silly peuple think me an owl for my 
pains: bug Sir, you know better 
things. I need not enumerate to you 
the benefits which will accrue te the 
public from this invention: as how. 
the roads of England will be saved 
when we travel through these new 
highways, and how all family ас 
counts will be lessened in the article 
ol coaches and horses. 1 need not 
mention posts and packet-hears, 
ch many other conveniences of 
life, which will be supplied this way. 


Jn short. Sir. when mankind are in 
Possession of this art, they will be 
able w do more busines in three 
score and ten years. than they could 
do in a thousand by the methods 
том їн use. 1 therefore recommend 
myself and art m your patronage. 
and sm, 

Your most humble servant. 


1 have fully considered the project of 
these our modern Dacdalista, and am 
тек са so far to discourage it, às to 
prevent any person from flying in my 
time. 

Tt would fll the world with innumer- 
able immoralities, and give such ocen- 
sions for intrigues, as people cannot 
‘meet with who have nothing but legs to 
Carry them. You should have a couple of 
Jovers make a midnight assignation upon 
the wp of the monument, and see the 
cupola of St Paul's covered with hoth 
sexes, like the outside of a pigeorshousc 
Nothing would be more frequent than to 
see a bean flying in at a garret window, 
өг и gailtant giving chase to his mistress, 
like а hawk after a lark. There would 
be no walking in a shady word without 
springing а covey of toasts. "he pour 
hustand could not dream what was doing 
over his head: if he were jealous, in 
deed, he might dip his wife's wings 
but what would thi whe 
perpetuiliy 
hovering over his house? What concern 


would the father of a family be in ull 
the Lime his daughter wax upon the 
wing? Every heiress must have an old. 
woman fying at her heels 
1 have here only considered (he ill 
sequences of this invention in the 


influences it would have on love affairs: 
1 have many more objections to make on 
other accounts: but these I shall defer 
publishing till 1 see my friends astride 
the dragon. 


‘There were flocks of whoremasters perpetually hovering over his house. ! 2 28 


PLAYBOY 


HEMINGWAY 


He knocked off a couple of frozen 
Daiquiris and washed them down with 
à double runyand-<ots, 

“Why the cola?” 1 sd, 

“Haven't had breakfast yet." he said. 

70h" 1 said. 

The waiter brought us two coffees. 
Mine was half milk. His was halfand 
half too. Half coffee and half Bacardi 
rum, 

“Мо get in Spain.” he suid. 

He talks like that sometimes. Sort of 
а language of his own, saving his words 
Tor writing, 1 guess 

“When you leaving?" 1 said 

“In one more drink,” he said. 

TII take you to the airport,” 1 said. 
'No like fly, take boat,” he wid. 

"Why?" 1 said. 

"Got а feeling some plane's got my 
number on it," he said. 

‘There's the chink in his armor, I 
thought. The опе thing ia the word 
he's afraid of. No wonder he never wrote 
а story about Шуй. Funny guy. But 
human alter all. We're all scared of 
something, He had another Bacardi and 
got up, Walked a straight linc о the 
door too. Wonder tow he docs it, I 
thought. 

“We going into the war?” 1 sai 

“I am,” he said. 


he. Couldn't ge 
aver as а war correspondent And the 
next thing I heard he was flying around 
їп those combat planes like a veteran. 
That's Ше funny thing about Ше guy. 
He's an enigma or something. Says hes 
afraid of planes, thew flies in the wa 
Maybe you got to start shooting at him 
to get him into a plane, 

I put him on the hoat, The minute he 
Jefe the gangplank he had ə smile on 
his Kiser a mile wide. Loves boats 1 
‘watched him from the dock. Now, when 
T get on а boat 1 start Looking over the 
passengers You got tn pick your partner. 
early. You could see а couple of peaches 
were giving him the eye. But he's giving 
the eye to the boat! Standing on the 
deck, with his fect wide apart, looking 
up tenderly at her rigging. 

When the whistle blew 1 put my 
hands over my cars, but not that guy. 
He threw hack his head and listened. 
Like the ship was some babe whispering 
in his ear. Bet he hos his shoes off 
already, 1 thought, to feel the deck 
better, He didn't have to wave ta me. 
"Ehe last 1 saw of him he had his arms 
around a big beautiful ventilator. Bet 
he's the guy who fret called a ship 
“shes” T thought. 

But I knew, of course, he was only 
Mining with that big Matson liner. 
Liked her because she was taking him. 


(continued from page 30) 


back to his frst love — the Pilar. Fenny 
guy. He's true to boats. Never changes 
them. He had bought the Pilar when he 
got his first big purse. And he would 
Stay with her to the end, Нез а one 
boatman, 1 thought, 

Some men name a boat after a girl 
they like. He didn't. He named the girl 
after the boat hc liked. Made her a 
character in For Whom the Bell Tolls. 
1 read Ше first aml last chapters of that 
опе. 1 liked the American in it. But the 
book ended with him Bing behind a 
тсе waiting to take a shot at an enemy 
officer. Wonder whatever happened to 
that Yank. Seemed like п nice guy. 

Anyway I stayed in Miami Beach dur- 
ing World War IL But I heard about 
Ernest from time to time. A Paris spy 
ol mine sent me the dope, Ernest 
had landed on D Day with the Fourth 
Division. But when the division hit 
Rambouillet, about 50 miles from Paris, 
they found “General” Hemingway there 
with an army ol his own. He had picked 
up stragglers along the road and formed 
them into 2 guenilla force of over a 
hundred. “This was no “Coxeys Army" 


thongh. Tt was made up of French civil 
ians, “detached” American Gls, FFI, 


"This was in violation of “The G 
Pact regarding the usc of civilians in 
warfare, but the Hemingway Irregulars 
жеге doing a good intelligence job tor 
the French. And our guerrilla leader 
never considered апу fight private any- 
way. 

So when the French and Americans 
liberated Paris they discovered that the 
Hemingway Irregulars had already lib 
erated that hotbed of Nazism — the Ri 
bar. The carnage. they say, was frigh 
Not a nan or boule was left sanding. 
There was a question thea of curt 
miartidling the guerrilla leader. But Gen. 
eral Leckere came to his aid and they 
compromised by decorating him. Hi 
omment was typical. "In the next war, 
he suid, “I'm going to tattoo the Geneva 
rules on my backside.” 

His luck was preity доод in that va 
Just had his skull cracked a couple of 
times. Might have bumped it on a bar, 
1 thought. Those French bars are higher 
Шәп ours 

My own luck improved from year to 
year in Florida. 1 got married in "44, 
divorced in "45 and only got run over 
^46. Just a skull fracture, broken leg 
amd shock. Hitand sun case. Happened 
оп New Years Eve, They say the driver 
was drunk too. But I was up and around. 
gain in four or five years, except for a 
steel hrace that hooked my shoe in my 
bip. Wished Ernest had beco around 
Чинь Can you imagine his face if be 


ever Licked me in that leg with his bare 
toes, I thought. 

But I didn't sce him at all during the 
years 1 was out of circulation, Read 
about him now and then in the movie 
section. Recognized some of those screwy 
title. of his, But Т couldn't have gone 
to sce any of them even if I had bad 
a paw. Doctors edere My head was sill 
bothering me and sad pictures upset 
me. I wouldn't have gone to them any- 
way, 1 thought, even il my head were 
all right. 

"They had shown For Whom the Bel 
Tolls іп Miami while be was stil in the 
war. That was the ane he said was going 
to bring the big ршзе—а quarter of à 
"million. Wonder what he really got in 
those Hollywood elimination bouts, 1 
thought, 

Had а break, Ran into Elise Robert- 
юп. Elise ма my old secretary in 
Hollywood. She was in Florida on a 
picture, Been tops in her line for усан, 
Knows all the picture dirt, И anyone 
would know his history, she would, 1 
asked her about The Bell right away. 
What was Kid Heninguay take он 

hat one? 

“They made The Bell in 43; Elie 
mid. "He only got а quarter of a 
million." 

“No.” I mid. 

“Yen” she ый “Т 
бау thousand dollars’ 

“OR” 1 said. 

He's a fortune teller, T thought. Calls 
his shots belore he even writes them. 
What a home player he'd he, Picks х 
long shot with a cran name and it 
comes in. Give him а racing form and 
а pin and he wouldn't have to write a 
liae. 

1 said aloud, “1 
ше” 

Never saw i" Elie said, “Wouldn't 

қо ta his awn premitre, Мон 
writers can't wait until they see their 
Чогу on film to start knocking. But һе 
tuned it down. Said the bright lights 
hurt his eyes 

"Did he ever take а Hollywood job?" 
ЕТІ 

No," she said. "Refused the largest 
salary ever offered a writer. Suid he 
didate like pictures." 

"The man's crazy." 1 maid. 

"Like а fox.” she said. "И you like 
them out there they don't like you. 
Hollywood's a burial ground for good 
writers” 

Well, 1 thought, that's one cemetery 
he stayed away from, 

1 said aloud, "Did he pick up any 
more Hollywood scratch?” 

Plenty.” she said, "On the strength 
of The Hell be sold two old stories of 
his he had written back in the Paris 
days. Got over 50 grand apiece for them 

(continued an page 60) 


о hundred and 


id he like the pic- 


VIEW FROM A PENTHOUSE 


а contemplation of the urban scene 


Pictorial 


THE MAJESTY OF MOUNTAINS, the serenity 
the teeming opulence 
these иге optic treat: 


ih uf Ше Empire State 
und the m 


said for the city 


the view is one of the real pleasures of penthouse living 


Venus Observed becomes Venus Observer, registering surprise ond dismay. 


At ya wera saying. the Hudson River өмі ба Беріш Зай oe молы юына. ËJ 


"Isn't Ted wonderful? Most husbands would have a fit if 
eir mother-in-law n in on them” 


PLAYBOY 


"Is that all you gol me out here іп the 


woods for?" 


TAKE YOURE 


humor BY RAY RUSSELL 


EATS 


there’s a divinity that shapes our ends, nickname them how we will 


"FANNY" my secretary said, in tones im- 
plying ‘distaste. “Must we use that 
Nord 
She held an author's manuscript in 
front af my tace: the offending term was 
neatly circled in blue. Gallantly, 1 
choked back the impulse to remind her 
that, us my Girl Friday. she was required 
to correct misspellings, typographical 
error, editorial grammar and suchlike 
trilles but was not required to comment 
оп our authors choice of words. Instead, 
1 smiled engagingly and simply aked, 
“Why wa" 
She frowned prettily, poured with pur- 
pose, and replied, “Oh, 1 don't know 
- well, can't we use some- 


thing else? 1 


2.2 something ehe, then?" 
“Аш, maybe?” 


"Oh, no, but surely Шеге must bc 
other 
“Look,” 1 said evenly, as my smile 


grew less engaging, "how many words 
эге there for that particular part of the 
anatomy? Half a down? Discounting 
dernière which is French, tochus which 
is Yiddish and gluteus maximus which 
Ë Latin, how many are there, really? 
Nites is virtually obsolete. Buttocks is, 
uh, clinical. Much too clinical. Would 
you prefer butt?" 

SU shook het head. 

"Сан 

She made а face, 

“Prat? Backside?” 

She considered each. “Ub uh." 
Well then," I suid, returning to the 
article 1 was editing, "that's йл” 1 defy 
transmuted » colon into a semicolon 
and, the creative glow not yet vanished 
from my face, turned back to find her 
still standing over me. The glow fled. 
i else?" I inquired, sweetly, us 


There must be other words.” 
1 mentally tabulated the words we 
had discussed. "They came to 11. “There 
эге exactly 11 words for that item,” 1 
said. 
From the outer office came another 


feminine voice: “How about rum 

"Thats right: 12, ап even dozen, 
Bor that's all. Do you," 1 asked Secre- 
tary Number One, “like rump?” 

UE 

“Then the subject is dosed, yes" 

Secretary Number Two walked in. 
“What about дин?” she asked. 

“Thirteen,” I snapped. “is traditiun- 
ally unlucky. And isn't that your phone 
1 hear ringing out there?” 

“No.” she said, according me the def 
erence and respect to which 1 am en- 
чей and accustomed. 

‘Number One said, "Aren't we forget- 
ting behind? And just plain hind? And 
hinder and папа?" 

"And rear and rearend?” chimed in 
Number Two. 

"And south-end?” 1 said, “which is 
plain ridiculous? Г sure that's your 


phone ringing. 

“This time,” admitted Number Two, 
“it is” She eft only to return imme- 
diately. “That was the recepuonis on 
the ñor below, she said. “She could 
hear us all the way down there. She 
says seat.” 


"Ме says what?” 
Seat. She says sitter, oo,” 
Number One mumbled, 

ways botom.” 

271 said. "There isn't always bot 
tom. Not always, Occasionally theres 

. Remember that one? Remember 
perfectly good, sweet, gende, ferai 
word?” 

My usually soft voice had become 
strident, but she was not to be bullied. 
"Some people say cheeks" she зай 

"And some people,” quickly added 

imber Two, “say buna 

‘Buns! Never beard of itt Back to 

your desks! Fanny was good enough for 

the author and it will jolly well be goud 
enough for usl" They made no token 

of departure. "Aw. come on. kids.” I 

whined. “shove off and let n guy alone, 

willa? 

Slowly. they trickled out of my office, 
but not before ome of chem (1 forget 
which) tossed “Hindguartens?” over her 
shoulder. 1 pretended mot to hear. 


There's al- 


N 


“lips” asked the other one. 
"Tho" 1 shouted, “is a cowardly 
euphemism med only by nurses and doc: 
tors with hypodermic needles in their 
hands! Ош! Both of you, out!” 

‘That evening, at dinner, | stared 
ний into шу Martini and said, rather 
loudly, “Тай.” 

The waitrew did a doubletake and 
my companion arched her left eyebrow, 
a talent 1 find annoying. “Really,” she 
said (my companion), "you needn't make 
Your obsessions so vocal. 

“Huh?” 1 blathered. “ОГ course” I 
went on, to her complete bewilderment, 
“tailbone is sometimes used, too. 

"Tailbone is sometimes used (or what? 
Corset stays? Piano keys?” 

1 quickly changed the subject. Much 
later, just before 1 dropped off to sleep. 
1 mumbled hoarsely, “Posterior.” My 
companion snuffied uneasily in her sleep 
and pulled off the covers. 1 pulled them 
back. "Ane; 1 said, Then 1 said 
"Fundament." "Then, just as 1 was drift 
ing into slumber for the second time, 
the phone rang 

Galvanized into instant action, my 
hand shot out, “Hello?” 1 croaked. 

1е was Secretary Number Опе. “1 
hope 1 didn't wake у 

"о, no,” 1 lied, "just sitting here 
working on a few manuscripts." 

"Well, I tought of another one." 

1 knew very well whnt she mennt, but. 
1 said, "Another wha 

“You know," she said, “It's keester, 
“What makes 27, T counted thera up." 

"Including fanny?" 

“Excluding fanny" 

“Well, including fanny, that makes 
35 T thought of five more. Good night, 
young lady." 

“Good night, Scc you in the morning.” 

1 shuddered at that and hung up. 
Wonder of wonders, 1 immediately 
dropped of to sleep. 1 won't report 
what my dreams were filled with, but it 
won't hurt to say that they were very 
pleasant, 

АШ 38 of them. 


PLAYHBOT 


they called?” 
“One was an Айкап story called The 
Snows of Kilimanjaro” 


БОЛТОЛ 

“Хез” she said, “Тһе Snows of Kili 
manjara. He dug it ош of an old book 
of his short stories called Men Without 
Women.” 

“Men Without Wome 
"Vex The studio bo 
too. They made а picture around it. 
Some tide, isn't it? 

T said. "What was the other?" 
“The Killers." she said. 

"What?" 1 said, 

“The Killers,” she sid. 
fears ago by Scribner” 
Tail шише, 1 thought That was 
the pangatcr story 1 had read in Paris. 
Why, 1 had suggested a youd Hollywood 
ending for that one. Wonder if they 
used my ending. If they did it ought to 
be worth at least five G's. Better get the 
facts, T thought. 

“Did you see the picture?" 1 said. 

Yea" she said, "It was swell and — ~ 

"Forget the plug.” 1 said. "How did 
it end? Did the Killers give it to the 
Swede with tommy guns while Ше was 
saying, his prayers?” 

“No,” she said. “Tt had a brand new 
тїн. No ending at all. The Swede just 
stood in bed. Sort of left you up in 
Ше аш” 
h^ 1 жай 

What do you know, 1 thought. Fifty 
thousand for a short story without an 
ending. Must be а record. Whats Holly- 
wood coming to? Maybe the guy kes 
something but how come Hollywood 
saw ie 
But anyway 1 was glad to hear he was 
the big dough. Might be able to bite 
him, 1 thought. Lets see now, he must 
have banked that quarter of а million 
right after the war, Then there was The 

ows and those others. That's about 
hall a million. 1 know the guy spends 
money like a drunken writer but he 
must have some of it left, Hasn't made 
much laely though. Over the River 
and Under the Trees, or whatever the 
hell he called it, got rapped by every 
spores writer in the county. No big 
purse on that one. You might say it was 
а TKO in the first round. Guest they 

ning to cuch on to him, 1 


"Published 


thought 

1 was wondering if it would be worth 
my while to drop aver and congratulate 
the old boy, Hadn't эсеп him in years. 
Kind of nice seeing a fellow from your. 
Own home town when he’s in the dough. 
1 certainly had to put the bite on some- 


body. Those hospital amd doctor's bills 
had cleaned me out. Pd had the leg 


шей from page 52) 


irons olf now for a couple of years, И 
I do go, I thought, maybe Fd beter 
put the leg brace on apain- 

No. 1 thought. ‘That won't work. 
Sympathy rolls off that duck's back like 
water. Bener play it straight. Too bad 
be hadn't bitten me when I bad it back 
їп Paris Make it easier, But he had 
never asked anybody for а dime in those 
days ю my knowledge. Not that he 
would have gotten it if he asked me 
Sce what I mean? We were never what 
you call old pals You know how it is 
when а fellow comes from the other 
side of the river. But, just the sime, 
the more 1 thought of Papa the more 
1 wanted to же him again, He coukla't 
have spent all that dough, 1 thought. 
пок. Shall I wire or phone 
hira that Pm coming? No, dat wouldn't 
do. Why warn him? Better surprise him, 
T thought. But how can you surprise Ше 
guy boled up im that Spanish [ort of 
his? He might peek out of one of those 
un slots and sce you. Then you'd never 
get in, The thing to do is to take him 
unaware. If he ізгі working on a book, 
he will be at his Havana headquarters 
That's it. ТЇЇ go direct to Sloppy Joe's 

I hopped on а plane the next marr: 
ing. Let him take his slow boats, 1 
thought. I was in а hurry. But when 1 
hit Sloppy Joe's 1 didn't even go im. 
Knew Érnest wouldn't be there. They'd 
desped the place all up. No sawdust 
‘on the floor. So I hailed a taxi. Cab 
drivers everywhere know him. And they 
Know where to End kim. This ane 
grinned and took me sway from the 
tourist district into the narrow streets 
of the native quarter. We stopped before 
з Tittle joint that had a trail of хадан 
leading in and out of the door. This 
looks more like it, I thought. 1 got out 
and tried to look in the window. But 
jou couldn't ve inside. When you wiped 

your hand it was 
that жоррсй you. 
1 waded im through thc sawdust and 
when my eyes got used 10 the smog 1 
looked the bar over. 

He was а big man, About 55, I 
thought. He was standing at the bar 
with bis tuck to rae. Must have weighed 
а пеш two Віту. He needed а haircut, 
No. what he needed was two haircuts. 
One on his head and one on his chin. 
Both were white. As he threw out a big 
hand towards his drink you could sec 
the white зам! black hairs on his wrist 
Like silver fox fur on a bears paw. 1 
thought. You knew he was holding a 
drink. But his hand was so big you 
couldn't see the glas. It was а hand 
you wouldn't want thrown at you in 
anger, £ thought. 

He had on one of these tropical shirts 
the natives wear, Had pictures of sail 


boats on it, It was not tucked in at the 
helt. Hung loose like a balloon jib. Jt 
vas so long you could nor scc his shorts 
but you knew he had them on. The shirt 
жаз open at the neck and you could sec 
he needed another haircut on his chest, 

You could tell he was а Yank by the 
way he hekt his drink. Had a death grip 
on it; like somebody was going to take 
it away from him. Some hands. Some 
feet too, He was wearing a pair of 
sneakers with the new opertoe look. 
Te Bad cut them himself но. that his 
toes could be frc. You could see the 
жендим in between them. 

Who does that back remind me of, 1 
thought. I got it; Gargantua of Ringling 
Brothers, Had that same careless slouch, 
Power and grace combined. Sort of а 
jungle jauntines, He had very broad 
shoulders. They were broad right to hi 
knees 1 looked him up and down ad- 
miringly. Body by Mack Truck: Legs by 
Steinway. 1 thought 

His bur stance had not changed a bit. 
Left foot on the brass rail and right log 
stiffened outward. You wondered how 
that leg could bold all that weight. Had 
bis eft. paw wrapped around his drink 
and left elbow on the bar. "That was sa 
his right would be free. Most people 
drink with their right. He hits with his 
Мия be Hemingway, 1 thought. 

1 moved іш on his left side. Didn't 
же me at first. He was staring іп the 
mirror. Good thing that mirror is greasy. 
I thought, if he ever sees himself in it 
he's going to start slugging, Better talk 
to him List 1 рш up my guard and 
tapped him on the arm. Felt like a steel 
girder. 

“Hello,” 1 said, 

Hello Locust," he said. Just like that, 

Locust? 1 thought. Why. that's one of 
those lying bugs that eats you out of 
house and home. Wonder who tipped 
him off, Т thought, 

1 said aloud, “Where do you get that 
locust stuf 

“Ошу see you every seven year 
said. 

“Oh,” 1 said, 

“You want drink?" he sid, 

Не фиг wait for me to answer, Just 
said something in Spanish and the bar 
man started making two drinks. Used 
five оғ six botes Mixed them hk 
cocktails but served them in beer gla 


1 casted raine. Awful, Tastes like em- 
balming fuid, 1 thought. 

“You like.” he said. 

“Si, si" ван. 


Ч teach him make,” he said. 

So that's it, 1 thought. Always invent 
ing new drinks. The old ones aren't 
strong enough for him, Must have 
earned this one fram that undertaker's 
assistant in Paris. It sure had a kick. 
Better go along with him though. И he 

(continued on page 66) 


“Рт. beginning to wish I'd never bought you that 
атт camera for your birthday.” 
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A maiden from the Bosphorus, 
With eyes as bright as phosphorus, 
Once wed the mighty bailiff 

Of the caliph 

Of Kelat. 

Though diligent and zealous, he 
Was somewhat prone to jealousy. 
Considering her beauty, 

"Twas his duty 

To be that. 


It might be mentioned, casually, 
That blue as lapis lazuli, 

He dyed his lips, his lashes, 

His mustaches 

And his beard. 

And, just because he did it, he 
Aroused his wife’s timidity. 

Her terror she dissembled 

Yet she trembled 

When he neared. 


Yuazuram, oh yuazuram. 
Glory hallelujah, yuazuram. 


This feeling insalubrious 

Soon made her most lugubrious, 

And bitterly she missed her 

Elder sister, 

Marie Anne; 

She asked if she might write her to 
Come down and spend a night or two, 
And Bluebeard answered rightly 

And politely, 

“Үев, you can.” 


When business would necessitate 
A journey, he would hesitate, 
But, fearing to mistrust her, 

He would trust her 

With the keys. 
Bidding her most prayerfully, 
“Ч beg you, use them carefully. 
Don't look what I deposit 

In the closet, 

If you please. 


PLAYBOY 


Bluebeard, the Monday following, 
His jealous feeling swallowing, 
Packed all his clothes together 

In а leather- 

Bound valise, 

And, pseudo-reprehensibly, 

He started out, ostensibly, 

By traveling to learn a 

Bit of Smyrna 

And of Greece. 


His wife made but a cursory At last, her curiosity 
Inspection of the nursery. Awakened by the closet he 
The kitchen and the airy So carefully had hidden, 
Little dairy And forbidden 

Were a bore. Her to see, 

Likewise the large and scanty rooms, "This damsel disobedient 
The billiard, bath and ante-rooms, Did something inexpedient, 
But not that interdicted And in the keyhole tiny 


And reatricted Turned the shiny 
Little door. Little key. 


She shrieked aloud convulsively 
And started back repulsively. 

Ten heads of girls he'd wedded 
And beheaded 

Met her eye. 

And turning "round most terrified, 
Her darkest fears were verified, 
For Bluebeard stood behind her, 
Come to find her 

On the sly. 


Perceiving she was fated to 

Be soon decapitated, too, 

She telegraphed her brothers 

And some others 

What she feared. 

And sister Anne looked out for them, 
In readiness to shout for them. 
Whenever in the distance 

With assistance 

They appeared. 


But only from the battlement 
She saw some dust that cattle meant. 


‘The ordinary story 


Isn't gory, 
It's a jest. 


For here's the truth unqualified, 
Her husband wasn't mollified. 
Her head is in his bloody 


Little study 


With the rest. 


Ly | в 
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FACE IS FAMILIAR 

(contcnued көш page 18) 

boom sales — in every ad he's in. 
Wigram makes no claim to being a 
creative uy —at Teast not in the ad 
game. He's not the fellow who comes up 
With the ideas: he has nothing to do with 
the conlerences involving сору men, lay- 
ош guys, account execs, media specialists. 
and others who plot the succes or Lil 
ure of a campaign, What Wiggam docs, 
and does phenomenally well, is (1) mam 
age to look believable in front of a 
Camera and (2) make people want по go 
ош and buy whatever it b he's selling. 
Wiggam got into modeling, about four 
ngo, for а very good reason: h 
Jed dough. He hod just retumed 
а year in Europe. where һе tried 
e à novel but found it rough ge 
nd was prepared to sell shoes at 
y^ t get money to keep up his 


writing, He told a girlfriend about his 
plans. u gested he 
чу o get assignments rhrough an 
agency. Wiggam thought whatthehell 


and applied at just the right moment: 
the ageney was hunting for natural male 
types and took кін in. Since the Forties, 

from the ephem- 
1. effeminate model who represented 
a highly selized picture of masculinity: 
the trend today is toward people. not 
шой. lu front of thc camera. Wiggam 
comes through as just what he i: a pleas 
ant, urbane, likable Fellow. 

Although most models, men and wom- 
en. are forced to pound the pavements of 
New York, lugging composite pictures of 
themselves in various proses which they 
leave with photographers illustrator 
and ad agencies, work came easy to Wig- 
gam. The first job he landed was for 
Fans Lawnds, a photog who was in need 
of à model for the Wallichs men’s Fash- 
ion ads. 

Te was Lownds who helped put bim 
cro, who suggested Wigan stop grin- 
ning amd give the view 
tule different. “De 
демей, and Wiggam became a new pro- 
Tuiype Now he frowns. looks serious, 
pullaws, bat never smiles in the Wallachs 
ads. 11 rates began zooming. and every 
time he upped his hourly fee smother бус 

other male models waited for th 
Di 

ates went ир toa, 
s his 

Wiggsum pulls in $800 a week, 

ich, admittedly, but Wissen 
one 1l-hour working day. The 
other six days he does exactly what һе 
wants to do: bang out plays Не has just 
sold one ta be produced on Broudway 
shortly by Roy Newbert, Jr. und Chan- 
ler Cowles, whose most recent venture 
includes the current smash, Hotel Pare- 
Чио. dt is called rime of Life, and 
Anne Baxter 
has also sold 


of his, titled Siren Song, 

Chain-smoking, bourbon and soa fan 
Wiggum has been writing — short stories, 
pocuy, plays and movie scripts ever 
Since he was 15 and traveling the coun- 
try with bis father, who pus en boxing 
exhibitions wit ing burlsene 
show. Wiggas by the 
sights and sounds, promptly sat 
and knocked out а 1000-woed short story 
about = logically — the pereyrinations of 
a stripper. He called the composition 
Thick Ankles 

After reading й, his high shani 
teicher grew red faced, and suggested 
that Lionel put it away ший hc was à 
lade older The budding author 
listened! іп silence. then tramped down. 
to the corner candy store where maga 
dines were sold decided that his yarn 
Was à natural for Hees) Ум 
it olf. Back came a check for 

During the nest 10 years. wh 
ада 
and P 


(014 vo Harper's. The New Yorker, The 
Atlantic Monthly, et el.) 200 poems, laur 
movie scripts (including Smash Up. The 
Very Thaught of You and Tap Roots). 
in addition to four plays. 

Bolucred by и hefty oll from 
these sides, Wiggam in 1951 decided to 
take eff for the Riviera on his stab at 
wnting a novel. Лай Wiggam, who had 
penned plays shori sori and film 
scripts in a breeze, bogged down ow his 
book. As a release- he wandered into the 
casinos: ıt Manie Carlo. he figured out 
an unbeatable astan and Ферре! all 
bis cash trying to make it work. 
thanks to the money Wiggam 
nodeling, he owns a pre 
in Stone Ridge. some 70 


comes weekends in the winter and six 
days a week in summer, to write анд re 
While in Mana 

тетип walkup in the 

One harried mlman voiced what ік 
probably а general Madison Avenue at 
fitude toward Wiggam. He eutcarms 
Wiggum 10 t 1 but can't find time to 
enjoy any of his wher inducing pell. One 
day. when he put a grudging OK on a 


new ad featuring Wiggam. a 
mock — ж he does in Lat at Stone 
Ridge — he said, “1 ask you, how lucky 


ә өс making a rem 
loriable income — and having the time to 
get some good out of it — just for look- 
ing like people, for god's sakel This ік 
ditoko” 

Wigeam, who seems to have a lock on 
the business of looking like people, for 
god's хайс — for money — doesn't think 
и 4йБсш at all. In fact, he's the first 
о admit that incognitn anonymity is пісе 
work if you can get it 


HEMINGWAY 


(continued {тон page 60) 
can take it, 1 can, Tm nor the one to 
Jet an old pal down. He ordered а 
ple more. 
his is on me,” 1 said 
My party,” he said. 


"Run a bill 
here. 

"Thats not so good, 1 thought. Looks 
ike he knows Fm broke. Wish 1 had 
worn that brace, 

Т sid aloud, “See you hit (he 
pot with The Helt” 

"What heli” he said. 

See what T mean? The guy's a genius 
putting you ой. Don't tell me he 

t mean that locust crack. Those 
bugs Му in on you wmddenty just like 1 
did. Then they bite you, He Knows 1 
moin to bite him. So he slips n 
memory serum in a beer glis. 1 could 
эсс dirouyh him like a book new. And 
not one of his books either. 1 put 
knowing look 

wasn't born yesterday, Hemin 
1 sud. 
“You can say that again.” he sail. 


k 


1 asked. 
to can 
“Two more,” he sid. 


Think 1 flew inte this jon 


Still eagey, T thought. Well. Lets ju 
sound him + Holly 
Revenue 

was.” T said, “how 


You were." he said. 
So what?" T ssid, 
“бо Fm going to Africa,” he said. 


"Gotta make some dough." 
Oh. 1 said. 
Packing ton 7 he said. “Hunt 
ing story for magasine, Big purse too 
Leaving day alte) 


"Rather sudden, isn't iU" I said, 
"Don't forget your snowshoes and lawn 
mower, Youll need them im Afr 
“Keep it up, kid" he said. "Sounds 
Tike your old Paris моћ. Go ahead. My 
shouldery are broad en 
“So's your rear end," 
"Still got the punch thou 
эй dw фит, al vigi d 


Не said, “Just bloat, FII take it oft 
I said, “Speaking of P: 
“Who was?" he said. 
“You were 1 said. "You wed to 

чау you were going to be the World's 

Champion, 

will be^ he said. 
my sar Бош, Its 
downstairs, Its in 


ч finished 
short left 
є bag. Go 


win by a KO 
Hook or book? 


Is 
il. 


"А coda,” an epilogue 
toa long book. Like a dogs wail. Then 
1 threw away the dog and used the tail” 
T thought, Never 
Jost it. He's heen in there slugging for 
0 years and still talks shout the cham- 
piomship. Well, if there is a guy in the 
world wh * а dog's 
aught, He's been selling dogs 
The guy's a salesman, not a 
writer, Him and his codi 

“What your title?" 

“World's Champion, 

T mran the book,” 1 said, 

You want drink?” he said. 

ок. E thought, w vow won't talk. 
Alaid 1 might not like ie Well. PW 
шїк. 1 thought. He isn't going to ісер. 
cH my subject any longer. ГЇ 

salt 


sid 
he sid. 


ive him both barrels while P 
conscious 


ngay? 1 said. “Stop 
the hos. T need а grand. 
sta get to New York. You knew wi 
а can do with your drinks. Get it up." 
“Why didn’t you say хо?” he 
You can never figure the guy out, 1 
thought ted di bet me а 
hundred 1 couldn't swim to New York. 
t he didn't. Just got a pencil and 
paper from de barman and wrote a 
mote in Spanish. 1 could see it over his 
shoulder. Then he called a Cuban hoy, 
the note, and srid something, 
out the 
door. You сап sce those Cubans liked 
him тоо. 1 looked up ar the clock. The 
bank wuld be open for another halt- 
hour. Lucky E didn’t stall any longer, 
1 thought. 
“Vou wi 


d 


nk? he 

Me want drink," 1 said. 

Mes got me talking like that, 1 
thought. Hope he doesn't get me writ- 
ing like him. But you sure had to hand 
it to him just the same. 

eye when Ú hit Mi 
kid for the dough. Yo 
that shirt of his 1 thought. but under 
that gay awning bears a heart of gold. 


id. 


Neyer batted 


Just then the G in and 
ave him an envelope. He handed it to 
Te was o 


ly dropped my drink. 
v ticket to New York, No dough. 
Finish your drink,” he said. “Plan 
Пээ 
make jt. You stop off in Miami and get 
your bags ‘Traveling light as usu: 

"Үсав D sid. 

Me too,” he said, "Credit good but 
по cash, Gotta 

Then he 


o 10 work. 
lor the drinks and 


мап» husuli 
needed husilis 


me out of the bar. 1 
2 Could hardis walk. Felt 
Ik. Thats the last. 


confused. Couldn't 
time 1 try to keep up 
thought Looked like he ha 


a drink. Tossed 
wrestler T 


into а taxi like he 
к ахі didn't help 


one wheel 
yway, T thought. But the guy's 
тише rush. 

new he wasn't lvi 
broke. Bur i's not my E 
have to 
Twas a whole swarm of locus. 1 
‘of just one, Next th 
List is Fight out on the fi 
plane. 1 thought we were going ta take 
off in the cab. Then be carries me 
up the plane steps like Fm a baby 
and asks the мема 

black cole. That's OK 
but whats the rush. T like Н. 
Never gave him the bum's rush 
place іш Paris. He should have be 
а bouncer, I thought. 


He pushed me into а seat and at- 


tached my seat belt. I couldn't get ош. 
Tes just un old fort" he said. 
“Adios. 
‘Good night,” 1 said 


ARTISTIC GIRLS 


{continued from page 44) 


upset, man.” 
He was. The dark mystery of female 
ed unilluminated by 
Tom's triumphant battle. Talking юу 
him. 1 could imagine his pale, halled 
mee. confessing all to me while he 
watched the bathroom door, under which 
wips of steam curled and rose, “Don 
Tee got to tell someone, Гус got ro ask 
you.” he said. “Please, E just can't under- 
stand. 1 don't get it, Don. She ale a 
whole bow of Ritz сн hers afterwards!” 
T tried ro asure him that. as long a» 
she took them out of the box first the 
маз not strikingly abnormal. But the 
event, unanticie 
pated in his strict Yankee imagi 
the mystery of Sylvia had increased and 
multiplied and become а burden lar 
beyond what a man like Tom could 
carry alone. He needed her help. 
When she emerged from the shower, 


lovely in towels. damp, pink. healthy, 
and greedy for the ba crumbs of 
cracker in the box, Tom asked her to 


marry hin. She suid yes but the first 
thing was to go out for some chow. He 
том pursues his scholarship on the eter. 
nally artistic nature of Woman in Sears 
dole, where, 1 presume. ће and Sylv 
keep a well-stocked ki 


“Oh-oh, this is going to be a tough shot!” 
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INCIDENT 


(continued fram pog 


to die in the dark." 

King Kong's whole body ucmbled 
and his hand. arched amd dead wi 
tensed over the 
and Amberley knew ıl 
transmitter key. Fanta 
that King Kong 

“I hope 1 needn't do anyi 


36) 


hildish as u to three,” he mur- 
ured. “Take your hand away from 
at deck" he added soothingly, “Take 


your hand away and give me the case, 
there's a good chap. 
The white hand quivered ho 
and from behind 
dhealful sound of a man sobbing in 
mingled rage and animal fear, For Jong, 
indescribable seconds, Amberley won 
dered if he had misjudged his man. 
nd whether the next split inst 
mot see th 
when the bull ¿naked and the cold. 
m sea poured into their месі 
enn or condemned to the longer wait. 


air tumed fetid and finally de 
dared not think of the thowsa 
others on the decks above who might 
die, too, because of his mistake. 

And then the hand dropped away 
Irom the lock. and the man apes 
mask held out the attaché case in arms 
that shook almost our of contol. Aum. 
berley took it carefully and motioned 
him hack towards rhe entrance to the 
shaft tunnel whence, зо many ages ago. 
they had come. But King Kong's merve 
had gone too far past the breaking 

ind he could only cling blindly 
apable of any fur 
y action. Like one who 


bow and guided him slowly hack along 
the walkway. Halfway to the watertight 
door, the man who wanted to be called 
King Kong beyan to la 
was high and hysterical by 
ched the b 


two men n head and 
Amberley presed the button 
would open the door to another day 
to life, 


the Chief Purser realized 
‘ver, and he was deathly 


gincer would sc to 
armed detail of his stokers topside +o 
the bridge ın deal with King Kong's 


ications office. It was all over. and. 
Ne, Joseph Amberley, had оп. 
Liule more than h Та 


Нэ 


r James Fauleoner poured 


out two tremendous bracers from his 
private stock of ancient brandy, while 
Amberley, his tie pulled open and his 
unspeakably wilted collar askew, 
sprawled exhausted în onc of the deep 
Teather armchairs by the Captain's desk. 
The Adantic was ыс at flank 
speed оп an emergency course which 
would сапу her 
north of the position at which she had 
been expected to meet the fishing boat, 


far beyond the effective range of the 
fisherman's wireless transmitter. Ken 
dall, the communications осет had 
dealt with the trunks in the cabins. and 


Murchison, the Third Officer, had crews 
in all the baggage holds, searching out 
the ning uwnks. They, with d 


х would be needed when t 
triat of the duce men now in the ship's 


prison took place 
“RAK. Coastal ul reports 
that a plane has ош from. 


Plymouth 10 lo keep ип eye o 
the fishing craft,” Fanleoner «ий as 
handed Amberley his glas. “Until the 
Navy can get a fast launch on the spot 
probably they're sending something out 
much. Неге, try this and see what 


held it 


Amberley took thc glas ai 


wp to the light. And remembered the 
oil cups atop rhe bearings im the shaft 
tunnel. He took a deep swallow 


“That was а damned fine piece of 
work this even 
пес tell you, is saying. 
“The directors, Tm certain, will wish to 
snake some more tangible expression of 
their regard for your quick thought and 
eh ГИ confess T 
damned И 1 twigged what you were 
to. АШ that rot about radinm-thol 
you'd pone wonky in the head, o some 
ш. And if Td known you led 
to take that madman into one of the 
shalt tunnels . . - мей..." Sir James 
stared hard at the man who had just 
saved his ship. 

Amberley hardly heard him. He 
would have to put on a fresh shire and 

form. Then he would drop by the 
йим das ballroom amd we that od 
onhe ч playing wo many rh 
bas. He might even have to soothe th 
actress in Suite A-2 for the third 
y. blast her! And th 
he would retire to his с 


how young 
Hornblower һай dealt with those two 
n 


ch frigates. 


As always, he felt a twinge of envy 
the thought of young Hor 

iow there was a chap who could hove 

brought this evening off with dash and 

style, “There, Amberley reflected, was 

а real sailor: an iron п a ship of 


oak, Those were the days. 


BALANCE SHEET 


(continued from page 23) 


the Үнэний who might be out of town 

for a day or two weeks. Why, Ins clean: 

ut college boy mind probably had Ше 
M worked out. 

Norma said. 

across and took my han ingers 

were very cool and still, “Whatre you 


1 don't want you to get 
fon know what kind of temper 
youve got, honey." 

1 lookeid at Norma, I couldn’e see her 
eves, but 1 knew she was looking at me. 
“You're taking it pretty calmly.” 1 suid. 
He hasn't done anything except call 

phone,” Norma. 
to do is tell hi 
your wife. But th 


ШЕТ 
like men phonin 
all, Promive mc 
OK." мій. 
Loser Bay was having cocktails in the 
sfwernoon when T 
have been his day ol 
Cabinet department. Beyond the open 
door 1 could see а lush blonde arranged 


af those modern sling «Һай». One long 


uylun leg losfed back and forth, Lover 


Boy liked blondes. 


|. just to be sure. He 
was fairly tall— jus an inch or so 
n me, properly muscled for 
the summer beach, with the required 

e teeth and the cool 
remembered 1 had 


1 let him taste the Martini. 
Tet the blonde beyond the door snicker 
» lule, 
Nou sold my wife a kitchen cabinet” 
“Its posible. We de a lot of dull 
things lor a buck. Sor" 
He smiled at me very lightly. You 


“So she didn't figure on you coming 
it for the q 
beg your pardon 
So don't call her any mare.” 
Me leaned а 1 
ме зуші, aml 


nd, honey 
the blonde Laughed 
1 was the square with the custard ріс 
dripping off my face. I tapped bim on 
the shoulder. 

"Nickboy/" 1 mid. 

“Shove off, for exying out loud," he 

id in his brave, swapperatick voici 

So I forgot my promise to Norma. 1 
hit him, 1 could feel the sleeve of my 
coat split as he buckled against the door 


held onto the Mart 
him again. 1 
he sore lor a week. ‘This time he granted 
loudly and wasted the Marti 
olive rolled to the floor and stopped at 
ту feet He мах mumbling and trying 
іш get up. T picked up the olive and 
dropped it into his fancy vest pocket. 1 
down in the self-service clevator. 
„ and returned to the offi 
T called Nonna. “Lover Roy w 
bother you any more. baby." 
jou did something to him, А! 
нам. "I can tell by your vo 
"Only alter due provocation,” 1 said, 
I was acting like а tough kid and 1 
knew 1 should be a little ashamed of 
“TI be home about eight 


call the police or any- 
thing, will 

“1 doub it 

You'd have thought ГА solved all my 
problems by clohbering Lover Boy. Hack 
t the offer, T sat at my desk d; 
ng. The cheerful cricket sow 
writers filtered in hom the outer olhce. 
The spring sum was very bright on the 
windows and my right hand be 
hurt. 1 could hardly move the finge 

1 knew a doctor in the Medical Are 
Building about a block down the street 
amd 1 decided | better Tet him look at 
my hand. When Т pot over there, he 
touched it experimentally and whistled 
softly. It was broken and when I came 
сөс I had it in a splint. Norma would 
be all upset, T thought. 1 could see her 
eyes opening wide with sympathy and 
hear her wie. A broken hand was a 


cheap price to pay for protecting the 
woman T loved. But 1 couldn't drive 
now so Td have to take the train up in 
Feltonville that afternoon. 

1 looked forward to a late dinner and 
Norma's solicitude amd anger about my 
hand. She was going to give me hell and 
worry about my hand at the same time 
1 had long thoughts, Lut they weren't 
long 

M wan a beautiful spring evening on 
ur street, Night was just co 


scented with 
Nonna was w 
She wasn't waiting alm 
quiet looking, pale-cyed man was sitting, 
righi in the middle of the couch as if 
he were embarrassed and didn’t want to. 
ke himself at home. Norma was cry- 
very intensely amd rubbing he 
rs over her face like а Tittle gir. 
The тап was a сар, He looked at my 
hand, then at me. Then be got up and 
introduced himself, His пате was Ser 
geant Creel 
“Expected you! 


Whacre you doing here?’ 

Norma raid her face and stared at 
me with glazed eyes. “Oh, АГ honey, 
she moaned. I went aver to her and put 
my arm around her. She was tre 

"Listen, what's wrong, for crying out 
Ioud?” 

Lhe cop looked at both of us- 
couldn't talk He took something out of 
his pocket and held it ont. 

“Yours, Mr. Janu” 

It was a Smith and Weson 38, Tt 
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locked like minc. "J guess so.” 

"I checked. It's yours. A man w 
Killed with it today.” he said softly, 
named Теппу. Knew him?" 
“Oh, AL” Norma cried. She was 
uembling agai 
him. 
T hit him. Thats how 1 got this” 
l held up my hand. 

He stared at me for a lo 

is lip and making lite sucking 

*. 1 looked back at him. I guess Í 
ed like the village idiot. Nothing 
making any sense. 
fou could have fired with yo 
nd." he said finally and scratch 


22 
1 his 


рч. 
“J didn't Kill anybody.” 
“AL, AL" Norma said in a moaning 


helpless voie 
Norma, 1 didn't ЫН him." 1 mid. 

“My God. don't you believe me?” 
Somebody killed him.” the cop sid. 

“About 4:30 this afternoon. He opened 

the door and somebody shot him while 

he was standing there. Close enough (or 

powder burns. You can shoot a gun left 
ded, can't you. Mr. Janu 


me T killed somehody. 
gun.” he жа 
didn't kill anybody 
in a hoarse voice. 

"Fl buy that.” the cop said softly. 
“But we've got a dead man. so som 
body did, Mr. Jamz. Your wile 
Didn't you ЫЙ him. Mis. 
asked in that soft voice. 

Norma Кере shaking ber bead 

ybody. Lis- 


e Үл 
He smiled ас ше and scratched his 
ed һм һе 
was killed while he was standing in U 
doorway. M you'd killed him. the bullet 
would have entered his body at a higher 
t But Mrs, Janey is just the rid 
to be the one that did it. You 

g to be the patsy, Mr. Janez 
But she didn’t figure you'd break your 
hane.” 

"Norma." 1 said, as if 1 had lost her 
in a dark woods and was calling ber. 

“Leave me alone,” she cried. 

Thats probably the way it is when 
you sit in a padded «cll and hear soft 
voices. But T w in my own 
living room, 

“Tle вм! a new blonde, Mis Jan 
the cop said. t that the reason?” 
He looked full of bad news “Tenny 
saved letters and Mrs Jantz apparent 
liked to write them: 


Norma couldn't stop crying. 1 looked 
at her. Т was afraid to touch her. Then 
1 looked at the cop. He smiled шаһар: 
pily- “It's a good thing you're a tall 


man, Mr. Januz.” he said. 


MAXIMS OF MAIZE 


(continued [rom page 32) 


In а soup pot, melt the butter. Add 
and leeks, Sauté slowly until 

yellow. Add the 
sliced. potatoes, water and 
s. Simmer slowly, for about 
utes, until the potatoes er 
их are very soft, Strain the soup. 
it through a food mill or wire 

ner, Let the soup cool 10 rom 

temperature, Then chill it in the vefri 


the onion barely tu 
corm pulp. 
bouillo 


етиши until very cold. Add the milk 
and aream just before serving. Season 
to таме with хай and white pepper 


ay be 


M soup seems too thick 
thinned by adding more 
prechilled soup cups Sprinkle w 
minced chives just before delivering to 
the table, 


эк CHAUMEAT. AND CORN CASSEROLE 
(4 servings) 


Be sure to examine the аі 
carefully and remove any homes and 
tendons before preparing the casserole 

3 slices day old. white bread 

14 cup butter 

замд oil 

2 cups cooked oflthe<oh kernels 

2 tablespoons minced green pepper 

1 tablespoon minced chives or sak 

bons 

1 pound fresh cooked crabmeat 

2 cups hot milk 

s slightly beaten 
ispoon salt 
14 teaspoon pepper 

Paprika 

Cut tbe bread into hall-inch squares, 
Melt the butter in a large frying pan. 
Add 1 tablespoon sikat oil before th 
butter browns Add the bread squares 
and sauté slowly, stirring constantly un- 
i the squares are brown. Remove Irom 
the fire. 

Ina 
cubes, cor 
per, chives aml с 
gredicnts in the caserole lightly, 10 
а sp: the hot 
milk, beaten eggs, salt and pepper, Mix 
well. Pour the liquids into the casserole 
Sprinkle lightly with paprika, Sprinkle 
lighely with salad ой. Bake 
heated oven at 350° for 25 10 30 
or until top of the mixture feels fim 
when Tightly touched. 


serale combine 
kernels, minced green p 
meat, Toss all in 


B (4 servings 


Like curry how 
is the staff of life 
and Mexico and a 
for laggard summer appetites 
Chili should be served with big mou 
of ішу white rice and should be washed 
down with cold, foamy 

(concluded overlenf) 


India, chili powder 
e hot Southwest 
fire stimulant 


“Dad idet - 
thot Veo аав Shine! 


At the seashore or any vacation 
spot, there's no missing the man 
with o MICROSHEEN shine. 

You see, MICROSHEEN polish has 
such exclusive qualities c» costlier 
waxes, rare conditioning oils ond 
wc-er-proof silicones that put усыг 
shoes in a gay holiday spi 
stamp you es а man of ection 
and good taste. So when you 
pack your bag, be sure to include 
© can of GRIFFIN MICROSHEEN 
and shine, brother, shine! 


= 


GRIFFIN Í 


Black + frown + Tan + Oxblocd + Red 
Cordovam + Mahogany - Blue + Neutra! 


GRIFFIN MICROSHEEN STAIN 


BOOT POLISH 
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туп 


E 
SHOWER SHOES 
puce utm 


ns 4 
рк Он рр вә, 
Борик 


SHOWER SHOE SUPPLY CO. 


LINGUAPHONE 


MAKES IT EASY TO LISTEN and LEARN to 


SPANISH руы) в FRENCH = ITALIAN 
GERMAN 9 RUSSIAN + JAPANESE 
ICELANDIC е — MODERN GREEK 
‘ony of 34 languages available AT HOME 
Poe End 


ps ни TOMORROW ee. 17: COSS FOU 
"кеі 


free nea msg: prit 


Y To. sliced bailed ham 
1002. can tomates 

2 tablespoons butter. 

3 tablespoons minced onioi 
3 tablespoons minced green pepper 
1 mediumesize clove garlic 
14 сир dry red wine 

2 tablespoons f 

I tablespoon chili powder 
їйї ог. can undiluted consc 


Chop the tomatoes finc, saving the juice 
Jm à heavy suncepam melt the butter 
ма pepper amd ші 
ion turns ye 
inc. Simmer until the w 
hall. Remove the р 
the fire. Slowly stir in the Hour and 
chili powder, blending till there are no. 
lump. Add the tomatoes with their 
juice, Mix мей. Return the stucepan 
to the fire and simmer slowly. Gradually 
add the conunnmé. Add the ham. Sim. 
mer slowly 2025 minutes, stirring frc- 
quently. Add the com amd cook only 
the corm is heated through. The 
may need a slight spray of хай, 
depending upon the saltiness of the ham. 


(4 servings) 
тс are a French form of fritter 
made from a cooked batter. Their light- 
ness is due to the large amount of exes 
rather than the usual baking powder. 


You'll want maple syrup or honey with 
these small crisp cakes, delightful eating, 
for breakfast. lunch or dinner. 

1 cup wat 

2 tablespoons butter 

y4 teaspoon salt 

Yî teaspoon 


T cup offtheeob kernels 
Deep fat for By 
In а heavy saucepan, bring the water 

to а boil Add the b зай and 

nutmeg. Suir until butter dissolves Add 

the cormmeal and flour ай at once. R. 

move from the flame and do not re 

to the fire, Suir well until ай ingredients 
are well blended. The mixture will be 
very thick. Gradually add the unbeaten 
ий well after each 


of deep fat to 370°. (И «сер fat isn't 
practical, hear shortening ar salad ой 
to a depth of 14 inch in a shallow pan.) 
Drop the batter by heaping tablespoons 
imo the hot dat Fry, turning он 

until brown on both sides. Drain on 
absorbent paper. Serve while very hot. 
Fold back your cuffs and get with it 


PLAYBOY’S 


INTERNATIONAL 
DATEBOOK 


Give w 


if you will, Paris in the fall 
tres will be reopen 
then, to say nothing of six music halls 
blasting ample of bullet 


troupes кайс» bright 


again. fashion shows drawing the chic 
or the world and. of course 

a littering like Fri 

y's gala night there, with troops of 
"T танд 


staircase and a white-tied crowd circling 
the grea hall rating champagne. боой 
way to sec d a lot more — is 
Сай Тт, which hits Lon: 
Paris, Rome and Madrid, The 
the асан of European 
bigcity lile in 17 days lor 5888 ror 
trip from Gotham, When in Rome, ind- 
dentally, do as the Romans rarely do and. 
take in some ot Italy s splendid hill towns 
= Viterbo, Perugia, Arezzo, Siena, Or- 
eto where wine festivals follow on the 
hecls ol onc another from September 
through November, Ics a fine cha 
pace, and the countryside is cr 
with fiery, full-of fan Зор! 
In the offbeat. sunbaked category, 
there's something new іп the wind at 
last: you the Amazon into 


with а minimum of pain. Used to b 
һәй to go to Barbados, then sit around 
amd swat flies om the odd chance of 
Now it's all расиду 
convenience. What 
you do is fly to Barbados, then pick up 
a scheduled Booth Line ship, call at 
Trinidad and ar 
then sail up dhe Amazon 
im luxury to Manaos and beyond by 
ample boar. Fly 


invluding, 
insect ERY and ошохо. 
Football's the Бем excuse for à loril 
jaunt anywhere in October, Iut instead 
of ros and out of the stalium, 
weekend Г sa WIL 
ШІ 
д Mary home same. От take 
ome im at the Cotton Bowl and enjoy 
the Dallas state fair to boot. H you're 
near North Carolina, and. you and the 
sweet young thing want to get away 
from the madding crowd. 
at the posh Carolina Hotel 
Goll, riding and whathave-you arc 
sports, the ta 
with grub. 


only 548 to $M lor two 


— Panne Cuasi 

For further information on any of the 

above, write 1o Playboy Render Service, 
E. Ohio Si, Chicago 11, Hlinois. 


NOW YOU CAN BECOME А LIFETIME PLAYBOY 


We've been absolutely inundated with requests from 
Wall Street wallahs, Texas tycoons and Eastern potentates petition: 
ing — nay, demanding — subscriptions to rtaynoy lor lile. Not su 
Saves all that fuss and bother of cheeki 
g it every three years. There's also someth 
to the man-ol-means in the pros 
pleasure. Beats an 
sures (which, 2s we've ind 
offering lifet 
are already assured of lile’s other necessities, The tari? A p 
You will receive û smart card attesting that you 
of the select LIFETIME PLAvuoy ctos. An added dividend: you can 
bequeath your lifetime subscription f ion to your most 
deserving heirdo-well. For those who must be content to enjoy the 
PLAYBOY Ше [rom year to уса ter аш 
scriptions, “The choice, gentlemen, is yours, 


a renewal card 


ng 
pect of a full ІШейше of rtaynov 
mile. And so, bending to these pres 
ated, have not been inconsiderable) we're 
subscriptions to ті лувоу to those fortunate lew who 
шу $150. 
indeed a n 


ber 


3 у=» $13 2 yeon Ло 


(You sove $5.00 from the (You sove $2.00 from the 
NEXT MONTH һлувоу presets Francis regulor single-copy price.) regular single-copy price.) 
Wollace’s 18th Footboll Preview. The original pig- 
skin prognosticator, Wallace hos been picking the T; $6 
pre-season All-America players and top teams for " 
The Saturday Evening Post ond Collier' since 1937. py rcs 

ГІ lifetime $150 
2 years $10 
1 yeor $6 $ enclosed 


Now in the pages of PLAYBOY he'll rote the teams 


in every conference, predict their season record, 
name his All-Americo eleven and the tap twenty 


jams in the notion, The September issue wil 
aiso include fiction by Al "The Great Mon“ 
Morgan, opinion by John Steinbeck, travel by John 
Sack ond o host of ether entertaining features. 


ONE STATE. m 


EMIE ADDIMONAL SUBSCRFTIONS ON A SEPARATE SHEET. 
SEND TO PLAYBOY, 232 t. OHO ST. CHICAGO 11, ШМО5 


PLAYBOY ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT . 232E. Ohio St, Chicago MI 21000 + S08 Madison Ave, New York, PL 97470 


